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Another week another Beat! Just when you 
finished reading last week’s epic issue, we bring you 
right on time the latest 12.42 issue hot off the printer!  
We’re so honored to share with you the writings in this 
issue too, given many of these pieces are truly priceless 
contributions, given who you writers are and what many 
of you are up against, as you writers courageously step 
up in our workshops or from afar.
 Now allow this editor to share this page with a super 
colleague of ours, Will roy, who has some thoughts that 
he is eager to put down on paper! Will, take it away! 
 since Veteran’s day was yesterday, i was really 
thinking about war, whether the war in Iraq, the war on 
the streets, or the war in our own homes, and I believe 
we’re all veterans in some way, shape, or form. and this 
is not to take away from actual veterans who had to 
risk all sorts of danger to serve our country, even if 
they didn’t believe what we were at war for. as a matter 
of fact, as a way not to take away from that, i just 
want to say that as a citizen of the u.s. i am glad that 
there are people willing to fight the war even though I 
don’t really believe in war. one of the reasons i’m glad 
is because i, myself, would never want to fight in a 
war and I know our society has taught us that war is 
necessary. so, if it has to happen, i’m glad it’s not me.
 however, on a less selfish note, the news just 
reported that one out of four homeless people in san 
francisco are veterans. This saddens me because most 
people nowadays serve our country with the hopes 
of getting all those great benefits once they’re done 
serving. and how do we repay the people who may have 
gone insane witnessing all the death and destruction 
we put them through? once they return and even when 
they’re at war, we could care less about them.
 But enough about actual veterans, with the war 
in iraq still going on, i know many of us are tired of 
hearing about actual country to country wars. What 
about the wars that we all fight on a day to day basis? 
The war between attorneys as they fight our cases, the 
war between power hungry c.o. (correctional officer) 
and manipulative inmate, or even the wars we fought as 
children with our over-protective or negligent parents. 
What about those? Are we considered veterans also? 
and should we be celebrated on Veteran’s day too?
 in my own life i’m fighting a great war as we 
speak and in fighting it, i’m realizing that it’s one of 
the greatest wars of all. i’m at war with whatever will 
influence my three-month-old son at this stage of his 
life. Besides his mother and i, i want him to have an 
equal influence as far as who he’s around most. i know 
that at this stage in his life he’s going to develop a 
personality by what he’s soaking in. and whoever he’s 
around most, will be what he soaks in most, so I want 
it to be equal.
 right now, my girlfriend’s mother is around him 
most because we have to work during the week and 
i’m grateful for her support, but i don’t want my son 
to develop her personality solely. Well, now that i’m 
writing about it, it’s a war that i think needs a lot of my 
attention.
 are there other wars? of course, we’re about to go 
through one tonight in our workshops. as Beat Within 
facilitators, we’re in a war of sorts to get you youngsters 
to honestly write about your lives. and though many 
youngsters don’t make it a war at all (they’re natural 
born writers), there are some who make it a battle. and 
in this war, we’re not looking to conquer them or we 

don’t have any ulterior motives at all, we just hope 
that they will write and in the process of letting pen 
meet paper, come to some understandings they may 
not have had prior. it’s difficult to conduct a workshop 
where most of the kids aren’t into it because we know 
from experience that writing can be very therapeutic 
and can be used to educate when done the right way. 
so, for those who don’t understand this to reject any 
and all information we attempt to share with them is 
very disheartening.
 Well, with all of that said, did we celebrate ourselves 
on Veteran’s day? Probably not because we were solely 
thinking of those who served in actual wars. But think 
about it now and pinpoint the wars you are fighting 
as we speak. and whether you come out triumphant 
in the end or not, you are soldier down for a particular 
cause. i’m definitely a proud soldier of the vast Beat 
Within army and my personal cause is the betterment of 
myself so i can be better to those around me, especially 
my son. Thank you for listening to me ramble, it truly 
is appreciated and now we must go to war with our 
printers to make sure we all get our Beat Withins 
tonight.
 nice Will, as for Veteran’s day yesterday, if you are 
a Beat editor or the designer you did not take the day 
off, you worked your tail off to get this Beat complete 
so we would have a finished product to share with you 
good people.
 moving right along, as stated in the beginning of this 
note, we have a tremendous amount of good writing to 
share with you, and what inspired some of this writing 
are the topics from this week! The first topic discussed 
was the very popular, “The highest temptation in the 
street”- after spending time incarcerated, most want 
to do things different so that they don’t come back. 
When you first get out, what is going to be the highest 
temptation calling you back to the streets or to crime 
— the one you’re going to have to resist the most to 
stay free? is it going to be money, drugs, violence, or 
something else? explain what it is that will be the most 
tempting, and what you can do to resist or overcome 
the temptation.
 our second topic, the equally popular, “The monster” 
– We all have monsters in our lives. can you describe a 
monster in your life? is the monster you? is it a family 
member/friend? is it the criminal justice system?  is it 
drugs and alcohol? is it the ‘hood? do you fear your 
monster?  have you/can you confront the monster head 
on? What happens when you do? do you want to defeat 
the monster? if so, what will it take ? This week we 
want you to describe the monster — the one within you 
or another — and tell us of a battle that you have had 
or are having right now with this monster. 
  last but definitely not least, the topic, “after The 
night of my life, This is how i Paid The next morning!” 
-  There are those times when we have so much fun at 
night until we realize we have to pay for it the next 
morning. “maybe if i had one less drink, i wouldn’t 
have a hang-over…” or, “maybe if i had smoked one 
less blunt, i wouldn’t have forgot my homework…” We 
don’t want any X-rated tales of the night before, but we 
do want as detailed a description as you can remember 
about the morning after. ‘i had the night of my life and 
this is how i paid the next morning…”
 knowing all this, we’ll let you read on and do what 
you must, with the hope you readers all find inner-
peace in your lives, given the various wars we are all up 
against for better or for worse.  
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counselor’s corner
from The Beat: Thanks for sharing your big night with The Beat. 
your writing makes the situation come to life in all its painfulness. 
We can fully imagine that moment of trying to keep it together in 
the stadium. But at least you were able to have a crazy night and 
not get in trouble with the law – we hope our readers can learn from 
that.  again, we thank you for sharing a part of you, from our topic, 
“after The night of my life, This is how i Paid The next morning,” 
that many of us unfortunately can relate too. 

the 21st
During my short life, I’ve been fortunate to have a few of those 
experiences where I’ve woken up to ask myself: “Wow, how’d that 
happen?”  
 One I remember clearly is my 21st birthday. The night started 
out with me being picked up by friends who had all turned 21 
already. I’m the youngest. It’s tradition that we go to a restaurant 
and do shots and drink.  We’re at the restaurant and the drinks 
start to flow. The shots keep coming. It's also a tradition that 
we take a shot of Bacardi 151. But, of course, the shots started 
out with Tequila and a couple of rum. By the time the Bacardi 
came around, I had already consumed six or seven shots and was 
feeling quite good. The 151 is locked and loaded and I’m ready to 
go. The glass hits my lips and the liquid fire runs down my throat. 
And all of a sudden my chest catches on fire, I started to choke 
from the heat. 
  At the same time, all boys at the table simultaneously move 
away from the table in fear that there will be an eruption. The 
flame is doused and my chest is no longer on fire. Everyone 
laughs at the false alarm. 
 From there, I continue to drink – knowing by boys will take 
care of me. So, it’s now three-thirty-in-the-morning and I’m on my 
way back to the house. The worst part of this night is that I have 
to wake up in about three hours. See it’s going to be my brother’s 
college graduation. All the family is going to be coming over and 
there'll be lots of eating and loud talking. 
 The ceremony will be in the stadium in the middle of the day 
around the end of May. The alcohol is still flowing through my 
blood and I haven’t had a bite to eat or drink. The sun is beating 
down on me like a drum, drying what little water I have in me out. 
As most people know your body will take care of itself. And so 
naturally, my body wants to and does decide to get rid of all the 
toxins occupying my body. There she blows! I barely made it out 
the stadium and I’m losing my cookies like there’s no tomorrow. 
 I get home and have to hear all the family talk about getting 
drunk. I just go to my bedroom and sleep it off. This ends my 21st 
birthday!

-Unknown Counselor
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my night ly  Prayer
Every night as I lay my head down
to sleep I have to pray to the Lord

for my soul to keep, cause the devil
keeps creeping and trying to get a hold of it. 

And if he succeeds, he’ll probably
torture it. And everyday I ask my
counselors: What am I to do with

all this sin that keeps on wanting to
come on through? I can’t tame it

and can’t try to blame it on someone else,
cause the devil gets it’s power for my

desire for wealth. So, every night as I lay
my head down to sleep, I pray the lord to fight

the devil for my soul to keep.
-Lil’ Sapita, Santa Clara

from The Beat: miss sapita, this is another powerful and touching piece. 
The best thing about your poem’s is how they really seem to address 
the process of being locked up and thinking about and processing your 
crimes. you are an inspiration. 

For You who read th is
What’s up with you all at The Beat? Me, I’m just keepin’ 
my head up and not lettin’ anything bring me down. I 
thank God, because if He wasn’t in my life right now, I 
won’t be able to get through all this. 
 I’ve seen a big difference in my life since I’ve accepted 
God. I’m a whole lot stronger now. Right now the probation 
department is tryna send me to either the Ranch or Glen 
Mills, but my lawyer’s tryna get me to a better placement. 
With my faith in God, I’ll be at the best place possible. I 
know that it really ain’t up to the judge or anyone else 
where I go. I know that God will place me where He wants 
me. When I go to court and they deny me going home, I 
don’t trip, I just thank the Lord. 
 I never let myself start having doubts about God or 
start losing faith. I just show God that my faith in Him 
is strong and that I will not give up. A lot of kids feel 
depressed or worried. That’s because they don’t have the 
Lord in their lives. They start doubting God because of 
the situation they in. They think that if God was real, He 
wouldn’t have them in their situation. They’re absolutely 
wrong. God lets us go through these things for a reason. 
The reason why He let me be here is because He knew 
that this was the only way for me to find Him and see all 
the things I was doing wrong and turn that around. So I 
thank God that I’m here. 
 I wish all of you who are reading this can feel what 
I’m feeling, know that all these problems will soon be 
gone, and they will not last very long. The future is what 
we have to focus on. But to have the future that we look 
forward to, we need to change ourselves in this present 
time. Look at what all this banging, drugs, violence and 
hate brings us in life… nothing good! Just turn to God 
and ask Jesus for forgiveness. Tell Him you’re sorry, but 
don’t say sorry if you really ain’t. He will forgive you. 
 After doing that, do what God expects from his children 
— love your neighbors as you love yourself. It’s simple, 
but then, again, hard. The hard part is really wanting to 
change. I hope you are taking all this in. Pick up a Bible. 
Gain some knowledge. I love you, brothers and sisters, 
and I pray for you every night.

-S, San Francisco
from The Beat: What led you from the path that you were on to the 
path that you’re now on? how did you move from one kind of life to 
another? can you imagine a world where people loved their neighbors 
as themselves? There would be no turf, no beef, no gangs and no wars. 
What a wonderful world that would be? This is a wonderful upbeat and 
forward-looking piece. keep moving in the same direction.

the Posi t ive  Factor
When you are in the system, especially within the first 
few days, the world feels like it’s over. The emotions you 
feel boil within you: your scared, your sad, and your sorry. 
Some emotions ease like being scared. In this case it was 
my parents and community just showing the utmost love 
towards me. 
 But some emotions don’t leave you like sadness. 
You’re sad for being in here, scared, but I am more sad 
for why I am in here, and that’s stupidity. Every reason 
you are sent in here for can be prevented or stopped. That 
is the power you as an individual have, and the power I 
promise to exercise once I leave. Sorrow is the emotion 
that attacks me the most, and honesty will stay with me 
the rest of my life. 
 The faces of the people I hurt flash through my mind 
every day, as well as the friends I have whom I'm sorry 
towards because I can’t be with them. Through it all, 
though, I keep telling myself I have to be positive because 
the bottom line is, eventually, my time here will be done, 
and my presence here no longer necessary. Due to this, 
when the time comes, I have no choice but to get to try as 
hard as I can to thrive again, because I have no choice but 
to choose another path for the ones I hurt and the ones 
who support me. 
 How could I live with myself if I were to get the 
privilege to be free again and not try my hardest? No, I 
owe to those who I hurt to show that I am worthy of their 
community, and I owe to everyone else because of the 
love and support I received through the entire process, So 
thank you friends and supporters and to those who fear 
and hate me. I understand, but I promise I will make it up 
to you by, if anything, simply being a gentleman.

-A (Remarkable) Gentleman, Santa Clara
from The Beat: even though you didn’t put your name to this remarkably 
adult and responsible piece of excellent writing, it is so unique that 
it’s just like a signature! We can think of no words to add to yours 
that could make what you’ve written any better. We don’t know what 
brought you here, but we have great expectations — based on your own 
words — that whatever it was will never be repeated. The city, the state, 
the country and the world are all in need of true leaders. you have the 
qualities to be among them. don’t let yourself — or us — down!

the monster
The monster is in me when I get mad, nothing and no 
one can control me. 
 My monster gets the best of me time and time again. 
For as long as I can remember, my temper has always 
been the one negative thing that will almost always get 
me in trouble.  
 When I tried to confront my anger, I came to the 
realization that the center of my anger comes from my 
father not being there for me. The funny thing was that 
when I looked in the mirror the other day I saw someone 
I never want to see again – my father, only I saw him in 
myself.  
 When I looked in the mirror, I shocked myself because 
I never expected that I would be placed somewhere that I 
didn’t want to be and that I couldn’t leave. Being in here 
has made me see that letting my anger get the best of me 
is not what is best for the people around me, because once 
I get mad there is no turning back until I hurt someone or 
I’m away from the person that made me mad.  
 I just can’t wait to get out and gain control of my anger 
instead of my anger having control of me. I’m out.

-Young B, Santa Clara
from The Beat: This is an incredibly powerful piece about that realization 
that we are so much like the people that raised us, even if we have 
always tried to be different. Thanks for sharing your internal process 
and good luck with the anger.

POW POW
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weed is  my Passion
To me, the highest temptation will be weed and violence. 
I say, “weed,” because to me it’s not just a hobby, but a 
passion. I miss the Swishers, bongs, hookas, the weed 
grinders, the different types of weed, the different types 
of Swishers. It’s not the fact that I need to smoke weed, 
but the fact that I want to. I know that if I had to stop, I 
would not want to, but will, to keep my freedom, because 
it is things that are more important. I don’t give into peer 
pressure, so I don’t need to worry about that, but just 
being around it will tempt me. So I will not lie and say I 
will not be around it, but if I have to, I will not smoke it. 
 Any other drug — thizz, drank, etc. — I don’t do 
anyway, so I don’t have to worry. I would have to stay away 
from violence first, because that’s what got me in here. 
But it will always be them times when you see people 
you don’t like and you got beef wit’. Me, I don’t beef over 
turfs and colors. When I beef wit’ somebody, it’s over 
disrespect, money, and family. 
 It’s going to be hard on the outs, because it’s do or 
die. It’s like that wit’ some, not wit’ all, ‘cause some came 
and wronged, and got it back the same way they gave it, 
even stronger. But, me, I’m going to change it up a little, 
because I’m not one of them people who like to run they 
mouth about what they do. I’m not saying that the bad 
stuff I done in my life is okay, but some had to be done 
and couldn’t be avoided. 
 As for weed, to me it’s better than using all them 
other drugs. But if it was my freedom or weed, off top 
my freedom would win, because that’s something I would 
take over anything except family, ‘cause family comes 
first, but it’s tied with freedom. I might not be sorry for 
anything I done, not even why I came in here, ‘cause I 
was taught never be sorry, but I do regret what I did and 
apologize to my family and regret the hostile feelings of 
the victim’s family, but never sorry.

-Gold, San Francisco
from The Beat: We would give you a PoW for your honesty alone, even 
if this were not as well written as it is. you have very firm and clear 
values, and at the top of your list is freedom, followed by family (or 
maybe they’re equally important), and everything else comes below 
those. By recognizing that you might have to sacrifice your passion 
(weed) for your freedom, you reveal a rare maturity and sense of 
what’s truly important in your life and in the world. We’re not sure we 
understand the difference between the regret you feel for causing pain 
to your victim’s family and expressing sorrow, though.  Why is it so 
important (regardless of what you were taught) never to be sorry? We 
are sorry about so many things in our lives, we need you to explain 
this to us.

the highest  temptat ion  my best  Fr iend
My best friend I called her
the one I went crawling to,

I'd be so wreckless without her
God knew that I was a fool.

When all my pain fills my body
and there's nowhere else to go,
I'd slip into her white blankets
so I can let my worries unfold.

I know when I step out of J-Hall
my biggest temptation would be,
Her white sugar coated frosting

welcoming me back to the streets.

Trying to back away from temptation
but I can't turn my back on a friend,

she was there in my time of need
from the beginning and now til the end.

I gotta try and break away
from my treasured memories,

where she took me above my pain
floating away from my misery. 

Can't go back to the streets
not alone at least I can't,

I know she'll be around every corner
wanting to be held within my hands.

I can't help it
my temptation to go back to her,

But i know if I got back
she'll be on top of my hurt.

She wants to relieve my pain
but all she does is add to the pile,

My main struggle in life
is to stay away from her for awhile.

My temptation on the streets
will call to my never ending pain,

Sadly to say
my best friend is cocaine!

-Lady Joker, Santa Clara
from The Beat: start the process now to get the help you need to kill 
this friend!  excellent piece of writing! 

rain
rain is a channel 

that no one wants to turn to, 
a series of bad sicknesses that no one wants to belong 

too. 
but yet it purifies and brings purpose for the next sunny 

day. 
as my tears reach the edge of my nose, 

the fall to meet the rains reflection on the ground. 
and in that same substance cupid shot me down. 

so fast i wonder how. 
you cannot see what the storm has in store for you 

but in order to see sunlight in the end, 
there would have to be rain in the beginning.

-Princess, Alameda
from The Beat: What a powerful poem you write, about falling down 
and getting back up the next day. We hope for less rain of course for 
all of us! 

when anger gets  the  best  o f  You
When anger gets the best of you

When you feel like a raging volcano
Your thoughts become jumbled together

Your words get caught in your throat
When anger gets the best of you

The feeling that grips you
The feeling that grabs hold of your shoulders

The feeling that makes your stomach knot
The feeling that make your head throb

The feeling that makes you clench your fists
When anger gets the best of you

Your vision is blurred with a fiery passion
To blow up

Your heart is racing
Your blood is pumping
Adrenaline running…

What do you do
When anger gets the best of you?

-Sweetie, Alameda
from The Beat: What a great poem! We feel like we want a response, but 
even more, we want a part two! Because it makes us what to see what 
the poet in you would answer the question. so how about a part two? 
Where you tell us what you do, when anger gets the best of you?
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why?
Why look for what I never seem to find?
Why give love, when love left me behind?

Why try to give, when no one gives me a try?
Why dig deeper, when there ain't nothing inside?
Why try to buy, when it's already been bought?

Why teach someone, if they don't like to be caught?
Why chase the mouse, when I ran with the rat?

Why fish for food, when there's steak in the back?
Why blow more, when I'm already hella high?
Why flap my wings, when I know I can't fly?

Why use a word that I can't even define?
Why take something away, when I know it ain't mine?

Why kill that boy, when he already got his?
(Imagine runnin' from the law and never getting caught?)

Why be a blood, when your family's a crip?
Why hustle in streets, when your family's wealthy and 

rich.
Why use Bounty, when Charmin's extra soft?

Why when I pray to God, the shhh don't come true,
 is He doing it on purpose, man give me a clue.

Why try to make it to heaven, when hell accepted me?
Why do right, when your whole life's been wrong?

Why can't I turn this poem into a song?
Why when you get out of jail, they judge your history?

17 years of living, smoking, drinking, meeting new faces,
all that shhh don't interest me.

Why when you're doing bad, people don't mess with you?
Why when you come up, women just waiting to phone 

you?
Why put a smile on, when you're dying inside?

Why try to run from something, when you ain't got 
nowhere to hide?

Why shed tears, when that shhh don't do nothing?
Why wait for something, when you know it ain't coming?

Why wait for time, when all it does is fly?
I pray one day I'll be time, 'cause I'll be lookin' down from 

the sky
Why do we have to feel pain to be pleasured?

Why does going to court tomorrow seem like forever?
Why when you get out, it seems like a trip?

Why you say you gonna change, but end up doin' the 
same shhh?

Why do people become Muslims when they go to the pen?
Why didn't I cry when I found my brother's doing more 

than ten?
Why didn't I tell him how much I love him when he was 

out?
But I'ma gonna shine for you Big Bra, and that's without-

a-doubt.
And why my Brah-Brah Tony Phal had to die,

he had me and everyone else wishing it was a lie.
Why don't we take what we have to its full advantage?

Why are all my peoples live like a savage?
Why don't I cry, when I attend funerals?

Why try to change it when it's inevitable?
Why you say it bad, when you know it got taste?
Why you hidin' girl, let me see your pretty face

Why be so naive about my situation?
Why rush to get, when it pays to be patient?

Why try to shine, when I'm beaming like the sun?
Why label yourself a killa, when you the one runnin' from 

the gun?
Why does everyone wish to start from scratch,  

'Cause in reality time will never turn back?
Why you asking for my number, when you ain't never 

gonna call?
Why say your gonna do something, when all you do is 

stall?
Why when you don't want your business out there, the 

shhh’s on blast?
Why search for love, when good things don't last?

Why fight to live, when you're living to die?
Why ask God for help, when He can't hear you inside?

Why buy Henny, when I get drunk off gin?
Why I do so many bad things, when I know it's a sin?

Why leave, when I don't know where I'm headed?
I'm trying to live a good life, all I need is leverage.

Why look for something that I can't even find?
Why do I keep looking back, when I'm the last one being?

Why go dumb, when you know it ain't hyphy?
Why you doin' all that, for people to sit and see?

Why search for trust when it's deep underground?
Why run the streets, when you know it's a waste of time?
Why not occupy ourselves, and keep our schools in our 

mind?
-Lil’ Mang, Alameda

from The Beat: What can we possibly say about this piece? What can we 
add?  We laughed listening to it in the unit, we cried a little too – and 
then reading it on paper brought home all the ways in which your mind 
sours to the heights (maybe you can fly, and you don’t know it) catches 
on life’s ironies (we think everyone should use charmin’ too), speaks on 
tragedy, calls out in a song that’s half prayer, half song. you ask why 
you couldn’t turn your rhyme into a song, are you sure? Because it has a 
melody, sure and true.  and lest you forget that this poem also  teaches, 
make sure you check out adam’s poem, inspired by you.

when,  what ,  and why
When will I realize this is not a game, what would I do if 

I lost my main? 
When will I sit down and open my eyes, what will it take 

me to finally realize? 
When will I be out and able to be free, what if I go home 

an' ain't got shhh waitin' for me? 
Why can’t I sit down and think straight, what will 
happen if my brother’s not there on his daughter’s 

eighth birth date?
What would I do if my niece said she hated her dad, all I 

could say is he’s hurtin' and sad. 
When will we open our eyes and understand that this 

game don’t make you really a man?
When can we sit down and talk about our problems
Why do we always wait until we hit rock bottom? 

When will I be able to touch my girl’s face, 
Why do I feel in my heart there’s still a blank space. 

Why did I come to jail and mess up my life? 
When can I start over and try to do right? 

What will happen if I make it to the next stage? 
All I can do is sit down with this angry rage. 

When will I be able to better myself? 
Still to this day I try to figure out why my dad tried to 

kill himself. 
It sucks to have that shhh on your mind everyday, but 

what can I do but get on my knees an’ pray.
-Adam, Alameda 

from The Beat: you ask what, when, where, and why… but the question 
that stays with us, after reading this powerful and emotional poem 
is – how. how much do we wish your father could hear this piece, and 
hear the sorrow and the strength of the young man you are becoming. 
you say that you have learned what “doesn’t” make you a man. and 
now we hope, reading the honesty of this poem, you see that just by 
staying true to the love in your heart, you are becoming a man on your 
own. our next how for you is this: how will you live your life on the 
outs. how will you build your plan? how will you reach out? how will 
you uplift? 
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alcohol  and Drugs
My highest temptation in the street is alcohol / drugs. 

Violence and gang bangin’ are alright, 
but these two are the most fun. 

Money is a temptation, but not all the time. 
All that I want there is that cheap 10 minute high.
 It’s wrong, I know, but temptation is out to get me.

 I want temptation to have that good life, 
yeah, that sounds sweet. 

I’m tired of all these crazy temptations.
 Thoughts going through my mind 

tired of running to them each day and night, day and 
night. 

I need to stomp, stab, and kill 
all of the negative temptations around me.

 I need to get back on my feet, dear Lord Jesus, can’t 
you see? 

I want that temptation to wake up each morning and go 
to school 

to get that good ass job. Now won’t that be cool? 
Temptation is a good or bad temptation,

 just get it through your mind that you can’t escape it.
 - Tweety, Land Of Enchantment

from The Beat: it’s hard to understand how violence and gang banging 
can be fun? With both all you’re doing is hurting someone or yourself 
by doing both. Temptations can be over come good or bad, but no one 
has ever said it was easy

September 11 
Walking down the street, feeling this heat

Looking around, nothing but frowns
Feeling nervous, thinking something gonna go down

As time passes by, no one has cried
Feeling at ease with relief

Hear a sound, rumbling the street
Look at the sky, to see a shadow

Followed by a plane, that’s awfully low
As your eyes follow, the ground rumbles

As the plane hits
Smoke appears, filling the sky

Fire consume the building as smoke block the sun
Running down the street, noticing all the peeps

Yelling and screaming, looking at the tower, full of fire
Looking around as debris shower down

People bleeding and dying, praying to god
Confusion all around, people jumping down

3,000 feet high of pure chaos
Finally at the tower, looking at the crowd

Looking around pointing at the sky
Nothing but bodies, smash to the ground

As our face shows frowns
Another shadow hits our face

Looking up at the sky in surprise
Another plane has come

Flying straight to the target
Hitting bulls eye, another smoke, but out in the sky

Forming the face of the devil
More people in danger, from the face of evil

People crying as more are dying
Brave soldiers come, to save the day

Trying to find a way
To get to the top, where the fires hot

Saving those lives, that’s about to die
Still people crying, yelling, and screaming

Hopeless to help, standing in one place
Looking at the smoke, filling up the sky

With all those people, smashing the ground
All the sudden, the tower crumbles

As the ground rumbles
Nothing but dust covers the sky
Running away to catch some air

Covered in dust looking up
One tower left, up so high
Standing tall, fighting fire

Next thing you know
It all comes down, smashing the ground

So many have died, due to this attack
Mourning the loss of the innocent

Leaving us full of hate
Feeling sorrow with nothing but anger

Looking for, the one to blame
Looking at that sky where those tower stood high

Now empty showing only the sky
Leaving us people with a tragedy, as a day of infamy

Known as, the terrorist attack of 9/11
-Potter, Santa Clara

from The Beat: Thank you for honoring the people who died on that 
day, and the people who tried to save them. since sept 11, the us has 
gone on a mad revenge spree across the world, and there have been 
even more deaths, american, iraqi, afghani. it’s good to be given a poem 
that takes us away from revenge and back to simple sorrow. again, your 
talent is inspiring.

nobody know
What up Beat? I’m new to this, and I wanna spit a lil’ 

something.
Why do I live my life in this killing field? 

Homies getting locked up, homies getting killed, 
Momma quit the gamble and spend the welfare check, 
Little girls getting pregnant with hickies on their neck, 

They ain’t no role model 
When daddy holding beer bottle, 

Dreams are hard to follow 
Can’t start the shhh tomorrow, 

‘Cause does the teacher really care when the student 
approach 

Walking in the classroom with the same dirty clothes, 
A parking lot is a kid’s playground 

Narcotics and thugs put our people straight down, 
What are you planning — to be player, gangster or pimp 

We raised up in this messed environment. 
Oh god, I don’t know if I can take it no more 

And ain’t nobody know it but me, 
Time flies too fast and I’m getting too old 

And ain’t nobody know but me.
-Damaged Khmer, Santa Clara

from The Beat: maybe it’s beginner’s luck, but you’ve hit the first ball 
pitched to you right over the fence! We wish we knew the answer to 
the desperate question you ask: Why does it have to be this way? The 
haunting reference to the “killing field” may pass over the heads of 
some of our readers, but it doesn’t pass over our heads. how ironic to 
have left those other killing fields behind only to find new killing fields 
in the “land of the free and the home of the brave.” yes, dreams are hard 
to follow, and it makes us ashamed!

Why do I live my life in this killing field? 

All the sudden, the tower crumbles
As the ground rumbles

Nothing but dust covers the sky
Running away to catch some air
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this  monster
My own monster

I can’t bare to explain,
deep down inside
I tremble in pain.

She tells me to do things
I know will hurt myself,

but I listen to her
and I push aside everyone else’s help.

Tells me to “do this line”
says “it’ll only take a sec,”

Next thing i know
I’m passed out on the bed.

I tell myself to confront her
tell her NO means NO,

but I’m afraid of my monster
she has an irresistible hold.

I go to her my time of need
and she always seems to be there,

every time I’m in pain
every time I’m in deep fear.

Monster go away!
I can’t stand her no more,

loosin’ your grip
let me walk out the door.

I can’t take it anymore
I’m dying inside,

I no longer wish to do bad
the real me will no longer hide.

I step back and see
all the times my monster spoke to me,

I can remember one thing
she controls every part of me. 

I step back and realize
my monster I feared,

I open my eyes
and my monster my face off the mirror!

-Lady Joker, Santa Clara 
from The Beat:  Whew, what a  piece you deliver! We hope you are 
now working on loving yourself and learning from the pain the old you 
brought. What’s your plan?

a look on the ins ide
The pain of being misunderstood

It’s like being loyal to a treacherous hood,
Which doesn’t care if you’re doing good or bad. 

Everybody wants to be a thug. 
So they embrace the block expecting a hug.

But the only thing they receive is a nameless slug.
Don’t get me wrong, 

Yeah It's fun, but not for long. 
Only a chosen few make it. 

But they have to constantly look over their shoulders for an 
envious soul who wants to take it. 

A lot of us have been discriminated against. 
And who is there to fight in our defense? No one. 

So we choose to hide behind a gun. 
We devote ourselves and loyalty to where we’re from, 

We run around wit’ guns and idolize going dumb 
And in doing so we make others suffer

We hide under the guise that we are making ourselves 
tougher. What we need to do is fight the oppressor. 

Come together as a force and nothing lesser. 
Everybody knows we struggle. 

In which some lose their lives in this perilous tuggle. 
A lot of us came from the rubble. 

So we despise poverty and stay in trouble. 
We hustle because we hate being poor. 
We do dirt in hopes of gaining more. 

We end up robbing, killing, or stealing. 
In doing so we lose all passionate feeling. 

All in the name of the almighty dollar. 
We throw away knowledge and the possibility of being a 

scholar 
We enroll in the school of hard nocks. 

Where people bust guns for respect and die over blocks. 
And that’s when things get hectic. 

Because nobody wants to respect it. 
So you run around with a gun, because with out one you 

feel naked. And then you find yourself trapped. 
Having to walk around strapped. 

You find yourself thinking …was it all worth it?
-Big Wayne, Alameda

from The Beat: you’ve written a lot of wonderful poems for The Beat 
over the past months, but this one really takes it to the next level… it’s 
like with each day your view of what’s really going on gets sharper 
and brighter, and comes into better focus. as for revolution – that has 
to start in the heart of the revolutionary. so now it’s time to turn that 
poet’s gaze into the corners of your own heart: how have you changed 
in here? What have you learned about yourself and young anger and 
your hopes? We’re ready for the next chapter in the story of your growth 
as a leader and a human being. Peace.

l i fe  Story
I once knew a stoner, who had a boner, down by that corner

He was on a rug, like a bug, selling drugs
Always high, with the tie, saying die

Evade the cops, when something pop, by going to the top
Of that room, next to the broom, where there was no doom

He felt safe, in this place, with no haste
So he stayed in the room, next to the broom, 

where there was no doom
Thought it was empty, walk through the door, into that bed

As he slept, a woman wept, on the bed where he slept
She woke up, and looked up, what came up

Was a stunning shriek, which woke the stoner, in horror
Run out the room, next to the broom, and into doom

A cop caught him on a rail, took him to jail, with no bail
In his cell thinking what he use to sell, now in here known as 

hell
Years has pass, now he is mass, under the grass

Long forgotten, and unknown to others
But I will always remember he as

The stoner, who had a boner, down by that corner
-Potter, Santa Clara

from The Beat: check out the triple rhymes on this tour-de-force. a 
brilliant cautionary tale, showing how each week you expand your 
skills and try something new!

black and whi te  moments
The other day we were in an art class. I was sitting there 
happily. Not knowing that I was still locked up. There’s an 
important rule in this unit. Raise your hand before you get 
up. At the moment I didn’t feel like I was in here. I got up out 
of my seat and tried to walk to one of the teachers. I was in a 
fantasy world not locked up. The staff yelled at me and said, 
“What do you think your doing? Sit back down!” 
 My fantasy disappeared back to black and white. I realized 
I was locked up. The person next to me said, “Did you forget 
where your at?” Thinking to myself, I bursted out in tears. 
Remembering where I was, I raised my hand and went to my 
room and cried. Staff took me outside and talked to me. We 
talked till I was calm. But that still didn’t change the fact that 
I want to get out of here.

-Nacho, Santa Clara
from The Beat: your words reached  our hearts, nacho. it can’t be easy 
to be here at all, so to be able to drift away to a place in your mind 
where you forget that you are a prisoner is a true accomplishment, a 
feat of great imagination. But then to be so rudely pulled back from 
your fantasy into the nightmare of your reality… ah, it makes us cry 
to think about it. your writing shows us what a good mind you have. 
your tears show us what a big heart you have. When you do get out of 
here, those fine twin qualities should keep you out of places like this 
forever!

POW POW



WP t h e b e a t w i t h i n . o r g   V o l u m e  1 2 . 4 2 P a g e  9
P i e C e S • o F • t h e • w e e k

the monster  in  me!
Lonely and sad ‘cause my brothers done left me. 

The only thing I’ve had that came close to my family
They really understand me, the fake want to whack me

Runnin’ the hood like a track and field athlete 
But damn my life’s off track

I have no right path
School was nothin' straight A’s in my class

Still my life revolves round these Uzis and Mac’s 50 cal’d 
eagles Teflon chests and backs seen the pyrexs boilin' 

with poison
That turns these fiends on to crack
Many lessons been taught don’t slip

Don’t rat
‘Cause these ridas will make sure your brain goes splat

On the back of your headrest, your moms in a black 
dress and your in a casket

Police can’t find no end to this madness
The powder keeps burnin'

Bullets keep turning shells, keep flyin' bouncing off 
pavement

Oh Lord please save me my life is so crazy
All my youth I have lived in a cell, I’m rottin' in hell 

The judge says “Oh well, denied bail” 
Fighting a case that can give me an L

No love in my heart my daughter’s only growing up 
lonely

An I already hear it “Daddy why didn’t you hold me?” 
An’ it’s killin' me slowly

This life I thought was so real is phony
This game is distorted do dirt by lonely because of fake 

homies
Plus papa once told me don’t let the left know what you 

do with your right
Tried to awake from this nightmare but I just don’t seem 

to be sleeping
Lay low in the evening but march thru the night

Boots laced up tight an I do what I do ‘cause to me it 
feels right

Ducking and dodgin' these bullets that shoot through 
the sky

Rippin' through car doors and shatterin' windows,
Enterin' craniums and exitin' temples

Oh lord please save us
These streets have raised us so nothin' can break us.

ROOT OF ALL EVIL.
-Kastro El Michoacano, Santa Clara

from The Beat: What’s amazing is that even from the depths of pain 
you’re facing right now, you manage to write a poem so beautiful, so 
filled with truth, that it uplifts and moves readers even as we weep 
for your struggles. This is the mark of a truly great soul – one whose 
light will always shine, no matter what. it turns out, your root is the 
opposite of evil.

by my lonely
I’m goin’ insane

Holdin conversations by my lonely
I never feel alone

‘Cause the demons take hold of me
Slowly, derailin’ me off my train of thought

So I pop a pill
Or sip something so I can clear my thoughts

An’ it seems like
I’m only sober when I’m high

So I stay zooted
Searching for answers in the sky

The voices robbed
Me of my feeling

Got me numb all inside
So I look forward to the day

When I’m normal
That’s when I die

-Lil’ Sticky, Alameda
from The Beat: damn, lil’ sticky, this piece hurts to read. you said it 
perfect – “only sober when you’re high” it’s like there’s so much pain, so 
much insanity, that it feels like going numb is the only way to deal with 
it. you really speak truth here, a truth anyone who reads The Beat will 
feel. in the long run, do you think tuning out with pills and other drugs 
helps? or is that maybe part of what’s bringing you down?

my Young l i fe 
Nine years old, 

one sister (older), 
one brother (oldest), 

single mother 
(low income family)

My brother was my only father figure. 
April 5, 2001 my brother died. 

Did good all his life 
straight A student. 

‘Till my mom brought him a car. 
Now I’m all alone. 

Just me and my sister and mom. 
my mom and I use to have a good relationship don’t know 

what happened. 
I guess it had to do something with my brother. 

They say everything happens for a reason… 
I still don’t know why brother did what he did.

(if he was still alive today I would not be in juvenile I 
would not even be in the system.) anyways now I am the 

man of the family. 
Only I don’t know how to be a man ‘cause I never taught 

myself. 
What do I do?

-Keshani, Alameda 
from The Beat: We are sorry for the pain you carry and the loss of your 
brother a number of years ago. as for being the man, well it’s not about 
running the street hustling or doing dirt, it’s about taking responsibility! 
it’s about going to school! it’s about having a part time job!  it’s about 
getting off of probation! do it! seek support if you need it!  

riP grandma
RIP Grandma Ruth.

No longer living on earth. You told me
be strong and plan for this day. Damn I lost
you today. Why so soon in our lives. I could

live with you but never without you, my
life so lost not knowing where to run to.

You were my everything. You promised not
to part. My love, my friend. My everything
from the start. I feel so lonely now that

you’re gone. I sit here thinking. And singing
your favorite song. All you ever wanted was

to be here for us, your grandchildren,
the ones you loved with all your must.

They pulled the plug you still held on. A
hour after I left you passed along. No

longer in pain, or suffering from stress.
I loved you Grandma. You’re in
God’s hands. My guardian angel

who always with me. We’ll be together
soon in the next world.

RIP Grandma Ruth.
- Anna, Santa Clara

from The Beat: incredibly beautiful tribute to your loving grandmother. 
Thank you for sharing this with us readers. We hope you also, if you 
haven’t already share your words with your family.
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the monster  w i th in  me…
There’s something inside of me, something I fear within 
me, something that can’t be controlled, the dark side of 
my soul, the creature that seams amazing at times.
 But as time flies by the creature gets angry and it 
brings this other side of me that separates everybody 
from me, the side that pushes people away. The side that 
lives with hatred, cold depression, the monster that lies 
with in me that thing that is full of destruction forcing me 
to do things that hurt me. The monster inside of me…

-JD Rabbit Walden House
from The Beat: This is a very well-written piece and we appreciate 
you sharing your honest opinion. knowing what you know about the 
monster within you, what do you do to make sure when the monster 
comes out you don’t do things that’ll harm you?

the highest  temptat ion  in  the Street
For me, the highest temptation would be fighting my own 
feelings and cravings of running the streets, and getting 
money. It's going to be hard for me to resist it when I 
see the people I know. They might try to persuade me to 
come back, but I know if I focus on my goal, and keep my 
future in mind, I can overcome, and defeat the temptation 
presented to me.

-Tereha’, San Francisco
from The Beat: of course the people you know who are doing these 
things will always try to lure you into their games and activities. That’s 
exactly what temptation means. so you have to have the inner strength, 
the courage, to simply say “no.” look deep inside yourself for that 
courage. it’s there. use it.

the Dream
I had this bad lil’ female, bad to the bone

She made me do crazy things just to keep her
I mean she did this crazy lil’ thang to keep me on her 

side
And I made her be real as hell with me

You see this girl she got my name all over her body
Now she lookin’ and wondering what happen to her first 

baby daddy
I’m gonna always be on the run, missin’ my son and wife

Now I come to a stop, these two forty-cals on my hip, 
waitin’ for my enemy to walk up on me.

I clock my thang back and let off all seventeen shots.
Now look I’m gon face 25-to-life, missin’ my son and 

wife
I’m stuck waitin’ for them to give me the chance to run
And never look back. Always on the run with more then 

one gun. 
I’m so glad that this is just a dream

What is wrong with this state of mind now?
I’m just dreamin and dreams are sometimes true

But not mine. Just think and always believe in yourself 
to do what’s right.

-Lil’ Shadow The Kid, Alameda
from The Beat: sometimes dream contain both our wishes and fears…
the glamour or freedom of being an outlaw, but also the fear of getting 
caught, losing loved ones and facing a long sentence.  you say you 
think there is something “wrong with your state of mind now”.  What 
do you mean by that?  do you ever think about getting back together 
with your son’s mom?

al l  of  a  Sudden we Close
This dedicated to my hitta, Illy aka Da Ack ninja! (Lol). 
Check dis shhh out, bra. I’m a keep it PI. I know you still 
the same hitta, but it’s a whole different ball game wit’ you. 
I’ma tell you straight up—ain’t nothin’ wrong wit’ what 
you doin’, heads up on all these ninjas. Congrats on ya 
lil’ mama, first off. I had to put that out there. Love to my 
young folks, ta’ Syiah. 
 Let me get into this shhh real quick. Brah, we knew 
each other for years before you even got into this shhh.  
You know, grew up from tackle football in the grass. Same 
jets, same shhh, but when we got up age on some, that’s 
my ninja shhh, ‘cause we know we folks in some way. But 
now it’s like we connectin’ on some shhh we should have 
been on, feel me? Now that we on that level with each other, 
we chop it up mo’ about any and everything. We in here 
together, bra. I’m diggin’ what you going through, brah. As 
far as da wife and this whole situation. 
 Then you got ninjas tryna throw dirt on yo’ name, ‘cause 
they don’t feel you doing what “they” think you should be 
doing. I done had plenty of ninjas try to assassinate my 
character. I ain’t changed up yet. It’s like I know what I’m 
‘bout. I ain’t got shhh to prove. Like you told me, “Long as I 
know I’m better than a ninja, then forget ‘em” Forget ninjas, 
bra. Don’t let ninjas get in yo’ head with that bullshhh. Do 
yo’ time, don’t worry about what no ninja talking ‘bout. I 
know you know I’m just sayin’, though.
 Then you going through it with BM That’s one thing 
I can say I been through before you. Brah, you know you 
love BM when you react how you been reactin’ to her. It’s 
nothin’, though. That don’t make you less a ninja, it make 
you mo’ feel what you feel. It’s gone be a headache but don’t 
let that go brah, if you really ain’t ready. That fightin’ and 
arguin’ and shhh come with the territory of love, pimp. Deal 
wit’ it, brah. 
 To keep it PO, if we would have been close like we is now 

on the outs, I probably would have been in this shhh 
like you, brah. Like it or not, I’m not a young-minded 
ninja. Me and you is on the same level, mind-wise. You 
know what’s up wit’ me and I know what’s up with you. 
 I’ma cut this shhh short, though, brah. I just wanna 
tell you keep doin’ what you doin’, don’t let ninjas bring 
you back to the bottom. If you ain’t notice, change and 
development is growth, and you growing, brah, I can see 
it. I see you growing in ways slow ninjas can’t. If it ain’t 
violence or about beezies, they can’t see it. They only see 
ignorance. Ignorance is famous to them. Forget ‘em! Don’[t 
let yo‘ family go, brah, maintain that for you’ lil’ one. Forget 
the world when it come to her, straight up. 
 I feel you’ “Payne”, ninja, that’s why that’s my name. 
I feel. Just ‘cause I ain’t killin’ for the block, don’t mean I 
don’t love ninjas. I love all you ninjas, straight and down. I 
came from there like y’all. I’m just a different kinda ninja. 
Instead of kill for the block, I’ma get rich for the block and 
get ninjas out! We gone make it. I love you, brah.
 Stretch our wings out, hova ova clowns
 Let them ninjas look up and catch the shhh coming 
down… 
 Heads up, cousin. Ain’t shhh on the ground. 
 Illy, I’m the smart one. 
 I’ma always be that “street geek” (Lol) 
 Holla when ya need me! 

-Payne, San Francisco
from The Beat: even though we can’t get behind some of the messages 
you give your “bra” in this powerful piece of writing, the power carries us 
away. We had to take out two lines, one because it incriminates someone 
else, the other because it’s a reference to your set or spot. But what we 
like most about this is your commitment to yourself, not to your friend. 
it’s your decision to love your block in a different way, to commit yourself 
to finding a way out for you and your boys. of course, we have to point 
out that some of the strategies and methods you’ve chosen and may again 
choose are prescriptions for handing large periods of your life away to 
strangers to tell you what to do and when to do it, but that’s the risk 
you take with your eyes wide open. you’re much too smart not to realize 
the possible consequences of your actions. your love for your ‘brother’ is 
inspiring, but it’s your love for yourself that we want to emphasize and 
promote!
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my monster is  a lcohol
What’s cracking Beat? It’s that true San Jonero, Lil’ Chris 
coming straight out of b9. The monster in my life would 
be the way I used to drink hella alchol. Because I used to 
drink every day all day. And when I would drink I would 
fight with my lady or my family because I was always hung 
over, or I would go to school still drunk and risk getting 
locked up because I always was on house arrest. When 
I used alcohol, I was a whole different person, a person 
that my lady or my family didn’t like. I was a monster.

-Lil’ Chris, Santa Clara
from The Beat: it sounds like you didn’t much like yourself when you 
were like that, either. alcohol can be a true monster, destroying you 
little by little until there’s nothing left to salvage. The good news is that 
this is a monster that can be tamed, if you seek help. it’s out there. Take 
this problem seriously, and don’t go back to the person your lady and 
family — and you — didn’t like.

my acid  mind
I feel like all I have left to do to pass the time is to allow 
myself to slip into an insanity, an only consolation to 
someone who is solely  fueled on chemicals and blood 
and Zack. Pain and independence drive my every action, 
each spontaneous, but beautiful in its on way that only 
a man who has lost his mind and on the brink of death 
could even vaguely understand. 
 I alone, am far beyond the brink of human. I have only 
the choice of lying to myself, now I can tell myself Zack is 
dead; this is how things should be. 
 There is no past, no future — only the physical now. 
My emotional, creative, “happy” insides are a decaying, 
blackened, gnat- covered fruit. Acid — (a key that opened 
a door to a world that would never allow me to accept less 
than the freedom of feeling the bare dust in the Mojave 
desert, distant from the world and in love with Zach 
and earth alone) — acid still stores itself in my spinal 
cord. Brinking me to a death caused by mind and not my 
organs.
 Rather than the vast mountainous ranges of Nevada 
and Utah to take in from the peak a range in Baker, 
California, running on acid, Zack, and the ultimate 
physical and mental freedom, I am forced to rely on 
flashbacks of the rotating, gearing cement floor of a cell 
that foretells a karma- driven-three- month agony ahead 
of me. I love you Zack, but forget me.

-Jessy, San Francisco
from The Beat: This is an incredible piece of writing (in both senses 
of that word), and would be a PoW but for the fact that we can’t 
understand so many of your references. you’ve kept this acid-trip memory 
deliberately vague and self-referential, which is your right as the writer. 
But it doesn’t let us in enough to see all that you are trying to say. if 
you are facing three months of agony, what are you facing in the fourth 
month? if you love Zack, why are you telling him to forget you? how 
did you get to Baker, or from Baker to here? no one who reads this can 
doubt that you have gifts and power that many would envy. But gifts 
and power used for self-destruction end up being useless. What’s your 
hope? What are your plans? What do you fear the most? We’re eager to 
know you!

i  Just  wanna be Free
I’m so tired of being here

No drugs in my system, so my mind thinks clear 
Lies and BS I don’t wanna hear 

The judge got my life in his hands 
All the power he has is too much for one man 

He keeping me here longer and longer
Each time my mind gets stronger 
The DA trying send me to the Y 

I’m on my knees every night 
Praying to the sky so God
Can forgive me for my sins 

And I ask him to put the devil behind me 
I’m trapped now, no more running

Wake up sweating 
thinking about when them boys was cold gunning 

I’ma cool dude but I’m trapped in this life 
Now I’m having another man running in my life 

I’m tired of this I just wanna be free 
I just wanna have one last conversation with Jesse and 

Lo-ke 
I’ma be a star like the ones on TV

I use to have street dreams in till I was awoke by a dope 
fiend. To be continued.

-Lil’ Mari, Alameda
from The Beat: you’re a star, but not for the fame reasons. you’re a star 
because you have a light to you that shines out into the darkness. even 
in the middle of the pain you’ve seen and the grief you’ve seen, you can 
write a poem like this, a poem that shares the new clarity you have with 
anyone lucky enough to read your work. But one thing – you are not 
trapped in this life – you can change it if you reach out to the people 
who want to help you, and turn back on that ‘cold-gunnin’” world that 
you’ve been caught by.  

on the outs
The rain fell hard

And the wind blew heavy
Last time I got out

I thought I was ready
I made bad choices
A few bad decisions

It was dummies and fools
That blurred my vision

It's just like a mask
A shield of steel

That covered my eyes
And made wrong seem so real
Some slip through the cracks

And beat the law with there luck
But I fell in the hole

And like glue I’ve been stuck
I need to get out, escape this rotation

Leave behind this big mess
That destroys our whole nation

I'm losing my patience
I need to change fast

This rough patch in my life
I’ll put in the past

I know what’s right
I’ve known all along

But until I get out, I have to stay strong.
-Young J, Alameda

from The Beat: you got us right in there, feeling the chill, the wind, 
the struggle, the bad decisions… and yes, you need to leave behind this 
mess now. But thing is, you need to be even stronger when you get out 
than you do now, because it’s on the outs that there are so many choices 
to make, and so many wrong ones just waiting to be made. But there 
are right ones too – why don’t you tell us about some of those? use the 
power of your voice to tell a tale of the right decisions that you need to 
make, so you follow your heart. as you say in this amazing poem, you 
know what’s right.
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i  went…
I went from Akademics, Lrg, and

to Coggi wearing Forces and Jordans
I went to nickels to solids to stolo’s to

Whips with wet paint and slap
I went from cornrows to dreads
I went from smoking weed to

Popping pills I went from messing
With messed up chicks to messing with
Wifey material I went from to parties to

club-hopping to late night slippin' 
I went from a deuce to an automatic

Semi chop with a extended clip I
went from a good boy to a messed
up boy with his head all confused

and living life wrong ..to the day I’m gon’
realize and die!!!

-Lil’ Kari, Alameda
from The Beat: lil kari, you climbed your way down into hell – this is 
like a road map showing all your stops along the way. But just cause 
you are in a messed up place doesn’t mean you can’t get out of it – aren’t 
you still that good person deep down inside?

new modern Day Slavery
To me in my eyes the new Juvenile Justice Center isn’t 
nothing but new modern day slavery. If you put things 
together like if you ever notice that a dog won’t shhh 
where it eats but they make us eat right next to a toilet! 
 What kind of justice is that? But I can say this about 
the way it was designed it has a very smart computer 
system but one thing I’ve found out is that even a smart 
system still has flaws in it and I know that the people who 
are responsible for making that mini Rita know that you 
can still outsmart its system. All you’ve got to do is be 
aware of your surroundings.
 But whoever came up with the way it was built had a 
very smart way of knowing how to keep people locked up. 
And the food they serve us, they trying to get us ready for 
the next level -- but if you have plans and goals to stay out 
the way, now is a good time to use them.
  That’s just what I think.

-Antonio, Alameda
from The Beat: What you say is true, you’ve looked behind the system’s 
mask and seen the face behind it – and it’s ugly. But you have a better 
“next level” to work towards, which is the next level of your life.  The big 
difference between old day slavery is and the modern prison system is 
that there is a real escape route: getting a program, a mentor, a support 
group, a job, and a life of freedom. What are your plans and goals?

why i  Fee l  bad today…
…Because I know my lil' brother isn’t trying to do 
right. My mom gave me a chance like the judge gave me 
a chance. But I got dropped out of school twice. Moms 
knows we could do better, but it seems like we choose to 
do wrong. 
 I’m changed, I had to come here, but I didn’t want to 
cause of the stress I take myself through. I don’t stress 
though anymore. I'm just mad at myself though, ‘cause I 
didn’t show my brothers better like I could have, ‘cause 
of how my brother is doing, an’ tryin’ to follow my foot 
steps. 
 Then on the other hand, I have a baby brother that’s 
talking back now, following my middle brother. Now I'm 
in here till I'm 18. I'm still going to become a better man 
once I get out ‘cause I have goals. I have responsibilities. 
 I'm tired of seeing my mom crying and stressed out. 
That’s what kills me everyday I'm in here. So I try not to 
stress, ‘cause I know that I'm blessed. A family that prays 
together stays together. My mom always told me that. 
 I don’t want my brother doing me all over again. I 
needs to go to school, I'm tryin to show my brothers that 
I'm a better big brother, instead of telling them over a 
piece of paper. We make mistakes that’s what I‘ve done, I 
go home as a correction, that’s what I’ve done since I’ve 
been here. I wanna live life the good life. AMEN!!!

-Relly Bo, Alameda
from The Beat: you said it here – it’s about showing them rather than 
telling them over a piece of paper. so what if you looked down deep 
and tried to really understand what brought you down last time? Write 
a piece about every tripped up mistake, and then maybe write a piece 
about a positive step you could take to fight that challenge the next 
time! you wrote it yourself, you have so much to live for, and a family 
you love.

i  hope th is  Passage helps Somebody
I think the greatest temptation in my life that brings me 
back to crime in the streets-is my friends-because when I 
get around them we end up smoking and drinking. Then 
we get outrageous ideas about going out and robbing 
somebody, or stealing a car to go joy-riding, which can 
end up in death or incarceration. 
 Put together is not a good idea. 
 So when I get out I'm gonna have to start chilling with 
a different crew and picking my friends right, so I don’t 
end up dead or back in the same position I'm in now. 
 So peace out, and I hope this passage helps somebody 
or at least gives them a clue about their greatest 
temptation.

-Rabbit, Santa Clara 
from The Beat: maybe when you go on to college (and we sure hope 
you do) you should study math! Because you just figured the perfect 
equation for disaster: reckless friends + late nights + drinking + 
smoking = disaster! and it sounds like you’re figuring out an equation 
that will equal true happiness as well. how will you get those new 
ingredients in your life?

Paid  the next  morning
What’s up Beat? We meet again. But I know this is going 
to be my last time coming ‘cause of my age, I’m already 
18. I came from Elmwood, back to the hall again. I’m 
only doing three months. Then I’ll be out on my birthday, 
which is on January 14th. 
 Anyways, after the night of my life, this is how I paid 
the next morning! It was the one night when me and my 
homegirl Silvia and some other homie went crossing up 
in the mountains and we decided to stop in the cuts and 
chill because I wanted to smoke. I told homegirl I wanted 
to be alone with her, so we dropped off the homie and 
went back to the mountains to blaze. 
 We were there for a good moment just doing our 
thang, and out of nowhere the cops pulled up behind us. 
I didn’t feel like running, so I just stayed. I didn’t want 
my high going away over some stupid cop. To make it 
short, everything went okay. We went home. But the next 
morning, like in the afternoon, the cops went to my house 
and took me away to county for being in the wrong place 
at the wrong time. I did my time for that and came here to 
do my time as a minor. It’s nothing because I know that 
when I get out, I’ll be a free man with out probation. 
 People ask me if I’m going to smoke, I tell them I don’t 
know. But chale, I got better things to do, you feel me. To 
all my gente, good luck in court and let’s try to brake free 
out the system. I miss you, Troubles. Stay up.

-Playboy, Santa Clara
from The Beat: This takes us right along with you, which is a sign of 
good writing. you said that you don’t know if you’ll smoke again when 
you’re free and off probation, but you added, “i got better things to 
do…” We wish you would give us the benefit of your thoughts on that 
subject. What are some of those better things you’re planning?
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the monster
The monster is out to get me. 

It’s the justice system that wants me, 
they think I can’t see and it’s my first crime. 

They want me to do mad time, 
 I wished I had never sold those dimes. 

They don’t want to give me another chance, 
I’m gonna show them I have a stronger stance. 

They think being in here puts me down,
 but I’m the one with the crown. 

I’m gonna show them I can beat the system, 
so forget all of them 

‘cause when I get out I’m gonna show them what I’m 
about.

 - King Henry, Land Of Enchantment
from The Beat: no one could ask for more. remember, actions speak 
louder then words, and with the words you speak now, we at The Beat 
hope your actions are just as strong.

Down and out
Well, as the story goes, we was at the park, chillin’, 
drinkin’ yea, you know. Well, ninjas started wrestling, but 
I really wasn’t feelin’ it. Then the homie got mad. He felt 
that I was actin’ soft. Well, next thing you know, we started 
fightin’, not for long, just a lil’ bit. But, anyways, my nose 
got broken, and I was leakin’ all over my shirt. I was mad, 
so I ended up just walkin’ away, and went home. 
 I woke up the next mornin’, feelin’ like shhh. Well, 
I checked myself out in the mirror and my nose was 
swollen, hella dried blood, and hella blood clotted around 
my eyes. I was lookin’ like a raccoon. But I was just like, 
“forget” it, hopped in the shower, and went outside. See 
the homie, and he was just like, “My bad.” 
 But it’s cool. I knew that’s just how he be. When he 
starts drinkin’ he always tries to start fightin’ people, 
but that’s just him. I got a lot of love for him, though. 
Anyways, he doin’ a little bit of time, himself, but it’s 
cool. We almost out.  

-Birdman, San Francisco
from The Beat: Wow! you really have an understanding heart for your 
homie. But beating on people, like he did you, is really unhealthy and 
he could really hurt someone. When he’s calm and sober, can you talk to 
him about how he loses it when he’s drunk? He has no right to take out 
his anger on you or anyone. hope things get better for the two of you, 
but that choice is yours! 

my last  Chance
This is my

Last chance to make everything
Right,because

In six months I will begin my
Adult life,

I only have
One more chance to set things

Straight.  I
Should have started a long time ago

My mistake

Being locked
Up isn’t something I’d like to be

But I’ve
Been thinking about things that I

Never achieved

I’ve become
Something that I never saw myself being

I failed my
Own future expectations and a lie is all

I’ve been living.

I’m so sorry for
All of my mistakes and those who I’ve

Hurt and I
Will understand if you choose not to

Accept my words.

This is my
Last chance to change my life

And if
I don’t then I feel there’s no
Reason for me to be alive.

-Steven, Alameda
from The Beat: There will always be a reason to stay alive, if only to 
keep writing poems and expressing yourself as beautifully as you do 
here. But yes, the urgency you feel is real: it’s time to change your life. 
What is your plan? How will you make these changes stick?

af ter  the night  of  my l i fe , 
i  Fe l t  l ightweight  gui l ty

After the night of my life, I ended up feeling lightweight 
guilty for what I did that night. If I wouldn’t have robbed 
this dude, or if I haven’t been off so much drank, I wouldn’t 
been there. 
 We were just partying with a bunch of females. Having 
a good time drinking and smoking. When we all decided 
let’s go get some more money for fun. So we left in a car 
and went to the Deep. As soon as we got there we noticed 
somebody we seen the day before that was talking a lot of 
stuff, walking down the street. 
 It was two in the morning, so I was like “let’s do it.” We 
rode up on him, I bounced out and ran up on him. I said 
what’s up now fool, then fired on him. Then everybody 
else hopped out and started whopping him. The next thing 
I noticed was about five police cars was coming our way. 
Everybody broke and me and my other patna got caught. I 
woke up in the morning in the hall wondering what I do?

-Lil’ Marcus, Alameda
from The Beat: This is a terrible story but you told it like a pro. it felt 
like we were with you just having fun, and then we got caught up in 
the rush of the moment right along with you. it’s a trip: if magically 
one moment we woke up and there was no more alcohol anywhere in 
oakland, do you think the crime rate would go down? it seems like a 
lot of our writers get locked up for things they would have never done 
if they hadn’t been drunk! 

a monster gir l
My monster is the devil in disguise

It looks good with pretty eyes
It’s the one who’s always there for me first, but

Will be the same one to stab me in the back the worse
My monster is the one I depend on, the one I can 

connect with
The one I would kill for if anybody disrespects it

Why is it a monster if I show so much love
It was the only one for me, my first true love

I call her a monster because she’s lovable but can go 
mid-evil

My monster is a girl or should I call her a devil?
She like the devil looks good but bad for you

Because when she’s done with you’ll be locked up with 
nothing else left.

-Reggie, Land Of Enchantment
from The Beat: This poem was an interesting interpretation of your girl. 
continue writing your poetry, we at The Beat as well as many who read 
The Beat continue to enjoy your words.
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the highest  temptat ion:  revenge
Well drugs and stealing aren’t really a big part of my life. 
I could drop both of these habits like nothing. I think 
the hardest thing to stop doing is everything:  Fighting, 
hurting people.
  I know that it’s wrong, and if I could stop I would. But 
I know that it’s going to be hard. Even if I stop banging, 
what’s stopping my enemies from hitting me up? I know 
now that you can never quit banging, you can try to get 
out, but your enemy would never let you out. 
 I guess when I get out I’ll try to stop everything, but 
I can’t stop thinking about getting my get back. I think 
revenge is my biggest sin. Right now I want to drop 
everything but I guess we’ll see what happens when I get 
out.

-Notoriousviet, Santa Clara
from The Beat: you’re in a tough spot – you’re right. Quitting banging 
is no guarantee that you’ll be ok. of course, sTaying banging is a 
guarantee that you won’t be ok, you feel? That need for revenge is all 
hate, and it will burn you up. What about focusing on the love in your 
life, it’s the only thing that can beat hate.  

the Sleeping monster
Inside of me is a monster

Deep inside, waiting as time fly
Absorbing hits, holding that pain

Waiting for the right time, to make the attack
Just sleeping, until that day

Inside of me is a monster
Taking his time, observing the crowd

Making his judgment, for the final moment
Deciding whether to bust out or just let go

Inside of me is a monster
Being shape by its own surroundings

Filled with years of anger, as well as a loner
Alone in that hole, with nothing to hold

Inside of me is a monster
Dealing with feeling, that was never wanted

Going to become wise, learning before its demise
Knowing full well, the day it burst, will be its death

Being reborn, in that hole.
Starting over, with no knowledge of the past

Inside of me is a monster
That will never die.

-Potter, Santa Clara
from The Beat: you just wrote an incredible poem, powerful and scary. 
and we agree that beast within doesn’t die. ever. But can he be trained, 
can he be managed, can you find ways of keeping him from running 
wild through your life and messing things up? What is that monster, 
and where did he come from?

i  trusted You,  Daddy 
Dear Daddy,

How could you ditch me?
I’m your daughter

I wouldn’t think it’s that hard being a father
You couldn’t handle me, but you could handle two 

more?
I was five when you left; you kissed my cheek

Told me you’d stop by every week
I believed you, I trusted you, I thought you’d come

I guess life is disappointing for everyone
Now you live in Reno with your family

Never making time to talk to me
You try to buy my love with these fancy gifts

I end up spending the money on spliffs
All I ever wanted was your love
Whenever I get close, you shove

How am I supposed to love you, if you don’t love me?
Maybe it’s time I make you history

-Natalie, Marin
from The Beat: does your father know how much he means to you? 
some dads really don’t. if you let him know how you feel and how much 
you need him, do you think he’d be touched and be more there for you, 
or would it just drive him further away? does his new wife and family 
feel threatened by you? if so, what can you do to let them know you 
just hope and need to share him, and not compete with them for his 
affection?

Sucked into  Street  l i fe  – no more
Before I got locked up, I was on the streets getting money 

anyway it came. 
I didn’t have anything. 

I got fired from my job and kicked out of school. 
I didn’t have a place to lay my head 

I didn’t even have clean clothes and underwear everyday. 
I started hangin’ around a lot of negative people. 

A lot of them were putting me down, 
sayin things like, “I wouldn’t amount to nothin’, I’m a 

homeless bitch, and I’m broke and can’t do nothing for 
myself.”

 That motivated me to do what I could to get money. 
Bein’ incarcerated opened my mind to a lot of things. 

It somehow strengthened my relationship 
with my mother, and my relationship with God. 

The biggest temptation that would be callin’ me back 
to the streets is my hunger for money. 

The only way to keep myself from runnin’ back to the 
streets is school, getting a job, movin back with my mama 

and keeping my head in the bible.
-Mimi, Alameda

from The Beat: The only person who can save your life is you! We hope 
you stand by your words. you know how ugly it is on the other side! 

the monster…
The monster in my life is my childhood, coming back 
haunting me out of nowhere. The past should be replaced 
by my future, but the past seems to catch up with you 
whether you want it or not. 
 Drugs is another monster in my life. When I do them, I 
seem to fiend for more. I don’t think straight so I struggle 
with responsibility that I have. I could come face to face 
with this monster, but it takes more than years. I’ve 
noticed that you do so much good things, but once you 
mess up and do something bad or wrong once, everything 
seems to go against you. A’ight Beat, I’m out!

-Viet Ox, Santa Clara
from The Beat: We know just what you mean when you say that your 
past catches up with you whether you want it to or not. We hope you 
can start to build a better life now, so that in the future, the better life 
you’re  building now will become your past. you feel us?

i f  i t  Don’ t  Sound right  to  You
I took some stupid advice from my brother and that’s why 
I'm in this place. He told me let’s go rob a ‘migo so we came 
up. So we went down the street to go look an’ find one, of 
course we did but we should have been smarter. After we 
robbed ‘migo. 
 But it was stupid for me to take his advice any way. But 
I made that stupid mistake. While I been locked up I been 
trying to take advice from staff. I’m not trying to come back 
here people come back five, six times. 
 I learned my lesson on taking advice from people that 
have no reason givin’ out advice in the first place. Who ever 
reads this if you take advice an it don’t sound right to you, 
don’t do it.

-Unknown One, Alameda
from The Beat:  your advice at the end of this piece is as wise as it gets, 
we’re sorry there was so much pain in the learning. maybe when you 
get out, and you start living right, it’ll be you giving the advice to your 
brother, and it’ll be solid, positive advice!
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Cuando Pierdes a un hermano 
Cuando pierdes a un hermano se siente muy feo. Yo 
antes que yo naciera, mi mama tubo a mi primer hermano. 
Se murió porque mi mama tenía solamente 15 años y no 
sabía como cuidarlo. 
 Ella me conto esta historia. Después que me contó 
esto, me senti bien mal y me puse a llorar. Ahora tengo 
unos cuantos hermanos más a quienes quiero y ellos me 
quieren también. Hoy estoy aqui y me siento bien mal 
porque no veo a mis hermanos. Este viernes voy a salir.
 También extraño a mi novia. Yo tengo 15 años y 
tengo 69 días aqui. Ya quiero ver a mi novia. Extraño a mi 
familia.

from The Beat: lo sentimos por ti y tu madre. Tienes otros hermanos que 
te miran como in guidor. Te recomendamos que camines mejores caminos 
los cuales ellos lleguen a caminar. Tú decides por cuales caminos quieres 
que ellos caminen. entonces cuales. 

when You loose a brother
It feels terrible when you loose a brother. Before I was 
born, my mother had my first brother. He died because 
by mother was only 15 years old and didn’t know how to 
take care of him. 
 She told me this story. After sharing it, I felt bad and 
I cried. Now, I have a few brothers who I love so much 
and they love me back. Now I feel sad because I can’t see 
them. I’m getting out this Friday. 
 I also miss my girlfriend. I’m 15 years old and I’ve 
been here 69 days. I want to see my girlfriend. I miss my 
family. 

-S, Marin
from The Beat: We’re sorry for you and your mother. you also have other 
brothers who see you as a guider. We recommend you to walk through 
better and safer roads that they can walk through when they grow up 
older. you decide in what direction to guide them. so, which one? 

Pensando Fuera De la  Caja
Con mucho gusto y respeto, les escribo a ustedes, “The 
Beat Within.” La manera en la cual yo me mantengo 
fuerte aqui es manteniendome ocupado, leyendo, jugando 
baraja, haciendo rutina, estudiando la Biblia. 
 Más que nada Diosito y mi familia son los que más 
tengo en mi mente. Por ellos trato de salir adelante. Sin 
olvidar a mi raza de la clic que siempre estan conmigo y 
yo con ellos. Se despide este chavo.

from The Beat: deberías de buscar la forma como puedas mantenerte 
ocupado afuera pero en cosas positivas. Trata de alejarte de esa clica 
antes que te arrepientas como lo han hecho muchos. ¡observa y analiza 
tu alrededor! Aprende de otros! 

think ing outs ide the box
With much pleasure and respect, I write to you, “The Beat 
Within.” The way I keep myself strong here is by keeping 
myself busy, playing cards, helping out with maintenance, 
and studying the Bible. 
 More than anything, God and my family are what I 
have in mind all the time. For them, I’m trying to move on 
with my life. Before I forget, the people from my click are 
always with me as I am with them. See you! 

-S, Santa Clara
from The Beat: you should find a way to keep yourself busy when 
you get out, but with positive things. Try to stay away from your click 
before you regret it like many have. observe and analyze your current 
surrounding! learn from others!

Quiero ayudarlos
Yo lo que quisiera es ayudar a mis padres y ojalá que salga 
de aqui para poder ayudarlos tambien. También quisiera 
ayudar a mis hermanos, a mis tíos, y a mi familia.
 No pierdo las esperanzas de hacer mi casa para que el 
día que me case, mis hijos no sufran.
 Yo lo que quise de mis madres era que me pusieran 
en la escuela. Me gustaría mas trabajar pero me quieren 
mandar para un group home para que ahí estudie.  
 Quiero estudiar para tener una buena profesión, 
poder trabajar legal y ayudar a mi familia. Quiero hacer 
esto para que nadie me ande molestando.
 Gracias por venir, con ustedes aqui me siento más 
alegre. ¡Que Dios los bendiga!

from The Beat: Todo es posible mientras tengas ganas de realizar tus 
sueños. la educación abre muchas puertas que te puedan diriguir hacia 
una carrera buena. sigue pensando de esa misma manera como lo estas 
haciendo y evita malas influencias y lugares que te puedan lleban al 
mismo lugar. cuales son tus planes para realizar tus sueños? ¿Qué? 

i  want  to  help  them
I want to help my parents and I hope I get out so I can be 
able to help them. I also would like to help my brothers, 
uncles, and the rest of my family.
 I’m not loosing the hopes of building my own house, 
so my future kids won’t suffer when I’m married. 
 What I wanted from my parents was to place me in 
a school. I want to work, but they want to send me to a 
group home to study there.
 I want to study to have a good career, be able to work 
legally, and help my family. I want to do this, so I won’t 
have people bothering me. 
 Thank for coming. With you here, I feel happier. God 
bless you! 

-Oscar, San Francisco
from The Beat: everything is possible while keeping the desires of 
realizing your dreams. always remember that! education open many 
doors that can guide you to a good career. keep thinking the way you 
are, and avoid bad influences or places that can get you back into this 
place. What are your plans to make those dreams a reality? What? 

mi Perla 
Mi perla está allá afuera. Es unas de mis joyas muy 
apreciadas. Yo estoy aqui adentro encerrado en un cuarto. 
Ella es la que me da fuerzas porque siempre pienso en 
ella. No he sabido nada de mi perla desde que esoy aqui 
en mi cuarto. Quisiera hablar con ella, pero no puedo 
nisiquiera verla.
 Lo único que sé es que me voy a esperar para volver 
a tener a mi perla y recuperar el tiempo que perdi aqui 
encerrado. Ya teniendola aqui en mi brazos, quisiera 
decirle lo cuanto que quiero y la amo. “No sabes cuanto 
te amo, mi perla”.

from The Beat: si la quieres como dice, enseñale cuanto la quieres con 
hechos no sólo con palabras. ¿a ver, que estas dispuesto a hacer por 
ella? 

my Pearl
My pearl is outside. She’s the most appreciated jewelry to 
me. I’m locked up in a room. She’s the one who gives me 
the strength because I always think of her. I haven’t heard 
anything from here since I’m been in my room. I wish I 
could talk to her, but I can’t even see her. 
 The only thing I know is that I can’t wait to have my 
pearl back and to enjoy together the wasted time. Once 
I have her between my arms, I would like to tell her how 
much I love her. “You don’t know how much I love you, 
my pearl.”

-No Name, Marin
from The Beat: if you really love her, show her how much you love her 
with actions not with words. let’s see, what are you willing to do for 
her? 
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money Problems
What my problems are with staying away from crime is 
money because money is a tempting way to get me back 
to jailhouse. My monster is me because I do all my action 
and no one else does my action I think I’m a monster 
because I keep comin’ back and forth to jail and I don’t 
like the feelin’.

-Bri Bri
from The Beat: ok, it’s on you to make the change! you know what you 
like and don’t like.

hood l i fe
Living in the hood.

Some people wish they could.
It’s not easy living in the fast lanes.
If your not wit’ the flow of the wave

Then you gone drown. Or maybe even go down.
A lot of my bras died.

From these Oakland streets.
But I’m tired of seeing my bras

Go down six feet deep.
Sellin’ drugs and countin’ dubbs really

Ain’t the thang to do.
‘Cause when yo’ money come fast it leave fast.

Ridin on 22’s and stuntin’ on them bootsie
Dudes might seem to be the right thang to do.

But it ain’t.
Smoking blunts, drinking..

Living in the hood ain’t always good.
Going in the hood is where it is good.

-Young Ashley
from The Beat: The hood you describe is the dark tragic side, so tell us 
in our next piece about the good part of the hood?

maybe i f  i  had one less Drink
Maybe if I had one less drink I would had remember 
everything I had done that night. I drink so much. 
 It was a late night and we was going to a sideshow. 
When we got there, me and my wifey was siting in the 
car going dumb. When this boy came to the car and ask 
me for my number. I was like, “no, my daddy going to kill 
you.” I kept sayin’ that but he would not go away, so my 
dude came to the car and said something so the dude 
walked away. 
  I then jumped at the car and he tried to dance with 
me but he was to scared to talk to me, and that the last 
thing I remember because I blacked out. I wish I could of 
remembered what happen but when I found out what I did 
I was not proud of it.

-Bubbles
from The Beat: Who would be proud of such an act! What next?

Coke monster
To be honest the monster in my life is coke. 
 I was a young teen the first time I ever tried cocaine. 
I was scared because everyone seemed to be snorting a 
lot of it an they appered to be ok, but I thought if I had 
that much I would die.  I’m not too sure how much I had 
that night but I’m pretty sure it was at least a thirty bag 
or so. 
 I remember being so high an I loved it, that also was 
the night I had runaway from home for the first time. The 
thought of my mom kept coming in my mind, and how 
she would always say, “ when your out of your safety 
zone you always do more then you intend on doing”.  
 When my high came down. I just didn’t feel like I 
wanted some more. I needed some more. It’s been even 
hard to understand how I felt my whole body feels like 
when I need it.
 The first 2 or 3 days in here, I really thought I was 
gonna die. I been locked up two weeks now, clean. I know 
that might not sound like a long time but it is considering 
the fact I did it everyday so I guess this is a good thing 
being locked up, it changed me now maybe I can overcome 
my monsters.

-Kenya
from The Beat: maybe you will overcome the coke monster, but it will be 
out there when you return home, and we want to hear from you what 
will keep you from snorting and smoking again?  seek help while you 
have the support in place.  Believe us, coke is a deadly drug! 

Sick as hel l
I remember when I a big bottle of drank and I smoked 
about 2 halfs and I went to the side show. I had so much 
fun because I was on top of cars going dumb and dancing 
with music that was up so loud I could of popped my 
ear drums out. Then I woke up the next morning with 
heart burn, dizziness, a migraine, stomach hurting and 
throwing up. I still felt drunk. I couldn’t eat anything. 
So after the night of my life, this is how I paid the next 
morning for it, sick as hell.

-Niki Pooh
from The Beat: nights like that are painful yet unforgettable. not sure 
if you learned from this, but we assume you have.

Drunk
The monster of my life is when I first drank some 1800 
that’s when I was so drunk that had to sleep outside 
because my mom didn’t want me in her house ‘cause I 
was so drunk I didn’t know what to do. I had no place to 
go and then I was just crying talking about how know one 
wanted me in their house because I was so drunk that I 
was going to other people houses.
 Then I heard somebody talking to me, and he said if I 
wanted to come to his! I said, “hell no I am not a hoe so 
go where you came from!” Then he left and my mom let 
me in the house so I went in and went to sleep woke up 
and had a headache. 
 I so didn’t want to have a day so I slept all day with a 
big headake.

-Tajanique
from The Beat: drinking excessively is bad news. sounds like you 
learned a valuable lesson.

i t ’s  a  war
It's a war I want my team to win 

I stay yelling out RIP Lo-ke and Big Twin. 
It seem like the real ones have to go 

When it’s my time, I rather go fast then slow 
Is there a heaven after earth I don’t know 

I really wonder why God takes the real ones 
And the fakest ones on earth 

I can’t understand why two of my closet friends mothers 
had to cry 

I just want wanna speak one last time with twin and Lo-
Ke Rest In Peace Big Twin aka NaNo and Kevin Sharp 

aka Loke
-Young Mari

from The Beat: you have lost a lot of people in this tragic war that no 
one wins. But we know one thing – you are not fake, so that means god, 
or whoever is running things, let a real person survive too. you have a 
life ahead of you and it’s on you to decide how to live it. how will you 
honor the memories of the people you care about?
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high l i fe
 Well, one night I stayed a night with my boyfriend. We 
smoked five blunts and drunk a little. And I had snuck 
out that night.  
 The next morning we smoked again then, I had to 
worry about sneakin’ back in the house and when I did my 
granny opened the door, and was like where you comin’ 
from? And I came up with the quickest lie.

-Te Te
from The Beat: so did you get away with that lie? When will the lies 
stop? When will you respect your family enough to follow their rules? 

who wi l l  Forgive  me?
Who will forgive me? 

Will my mother forgive me for the pain that I’ve caused.
Or would she not accept me and just

Watch me fall.
Will my grandmother forgive me for 
the stress that I’ve brung, or would
she turn her back on me as I’m in 

the position of being hung.
Will my siblings forgive me for not being 
there, or would they forget me and live

on like they don’t care
will God forgive me for all the sins

that I’ve sinned. 
Or would He betray me like my life had never begun.

Would the world ever see me for 
the person I really am inside. 

Maybe not so I’ll just continue to hide.
-Princess 

from The Beat: When you forgive yourself and clean yourself up, all will 
be there with loving arms open to embrace you. until then most will be 
supportive but keep a distance, ‘cause of the trust issue.

money is  a temptat ion
My highest temptation is money

Money makes me do things that most people wanted to 
do

Money is the reason why I’m up in here
How I get my money is easy
Probably not to most people

But it is to me
I don’t hit licks

I don’t rob banks
But I do turn tricks

That’s my hardest temptation
And the reason why I’m in the hall today
But if I could have changed the day I got

Locked up
I should have stay home

And stayed asleep like my friend told me
But me being stupid is why im here today.

-Lil’ Me Me
from The Beat: What will it take to not be stupid? What about changing 
your profession?  

my t ime is  now
When I get out of jail I going to change my life around 
just so I won’t come back jail for the rest of my life. Then I 
am going to start going back to school and get a education 
then I going to stay out of trouble.  
 The thing I need to do when I get out of jail is to stop 
arguing with my mama, stop beating on my brothers, stop 
arguing with my sister, stop coursing out my auntie and 
stay out of trouble so I won’t ever come back again.

-Tajanique
from The Beat:  you know what needs to be done and we’re pulling for 
you to find peace love and understanding!

monsters
I am the monster 

I am the beast 
I am the pretty young girl that run these streets 

So get like me the name KeKe 
And for the record on the outs everybody saying free me.

-Shkeya
from The Beat: it’s all good to “run these streets” but why not set your 
stars higher? What about running your life, first, and then running 
your college, running your own family, running and office, even better, 
running for office. mayor shkeya, now that has a good sound to it.

Struggle
Sometimes the things that seem to hurt us the most are 
the very things that bring out the best in us. They are the 
struggles that help us discover the faith we thought we’d 
lost, the courage to let go of the past and begin again.  
Challenges help us to see who we really are, where we 
want to go, and what our lives can be if only we have faith 
and keep on trying.

-Chino
from The Beat: Thank you for these words of inspiration and hope!

the monster  is  Somet imes my Peers
My highest temptation that’s going to be calling me back 
on the streets is my crew, and going and doing things we 
always do: drank, get high, go to house parties.
  The monster is sometimes my peers. Because they 
do things that scares me like when the first time they 
showed me a gun to go shoot someone I was very scared 
and I knew I would go to jail for murder.
  In the morning when I get out of jail I am going to 
go live with my girlfriend and be a very happy girl who’s 
going to live her life the way she want for the first time. 
But there’s going to be rules but I could follow them and 
be free. 

-Ericka
from The Beat: you deserve that bright morning – but you do have a 
monster out there… We bet most of the people in your crew are also 
good people on the inside, but it’s like when you get together you bring 
out the worst of each other. do you think you will be able to stay away 
from them – and the drink and the smoke, so you can make that bright 
morning last?

my Creed
My creed is “the strong must feed on any prey he can”. 
I sat at the table and was branded a beast before I ever 
became a man.

-Lil’ Tb
from The Beat: do you view this creed with sadness and anger, or do 
you think it works?  What did it take for you to become a man?  

i t 's  Just  me
I feel gone,

Half past dead don’t
Know when the feeling

Gonna end keep positive till
The day I’m dead.

-Lil’ One
from The Beat: That’s what we’d expect from you – staying positive! 
Pretty soon you’re going to have to start calling yourself the Big one, 
as you mature a bit more with each piece. good luck in placement, and 
stay in touch.
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temptat ion
Tempting me to do bad deeds 

tempting me to smoke hella weed, 
tempting me but I can only be me, 

tempting me to do all my sins when all I’m doing is 
trying to win

 tempting me, tempting me… 
I don’t get where all that corruption is in side me 

killin me to make  it to the streets, but to be honest the 
streets is not where “A” dime piece like me should be 
all these people that wonna help me, but yet I can only 

be me 
like Mary. J said, “take me as I am ‘cause I can only be 

me”… 
tempting me is all the thoughts that come back to me 

damn 
tempting me

damn everything is tempting me…
-Lil’ W 

from The Beat: remember mary J is not in jail and you are, so you 
definitely need to make a change for the better and that means cleaning 
your act up so you stay out of places like this! 

that  Party
Once I was at a party, at first I didn’t want to drink or 
anything. But all of the pressure from friends and family 
provoked me to drink a little here and smoke a little 
there. 
 Next thing I know I was screaming at the top of my 
lungs and going wild dancing. 
 Then about 20 minutes later I was in the bathroom 
throwing up. I was still high and feeling ok and I got into 
a fight that did not have anything to do with me. 
 My boyfriend had to take me to his house and lie 
me down. When I woke up the next day I had the worst 
hangover, a bad headache and a busted lip, it took five 
whole hours for me to get over the hangover. I will never 
do it again.

-Princess
from The Beat: That’s a bad night you describe for this week’s topic. 
What did you learn from this? hope you have the drinking and smoking 
under control and you have your priorities straight! 

what  Do You See
I am not my hair 
I am not this skin 

When you look at me what do you see?
I’m locked up but my mind is free. 

Material things shouldn’t matter, take me as I am 
‘Cause I can’t be no one else 
Sometimes I start stressing 

Just to wake up is a blessing
You can be mine and I can be yours

Love and happiness we can go toward
But I’m still gon’ cupcake with no feeling 

You on my mind, so is the millions 
I ain’t gon’ mislead you or sell you dreams

I can’t say I love you, I don’t know what that means 
But almost everybody progress with time 

You I can get use to if you stop doing the things you use 
to 

I’m gon’ be a two you gon’ be a eight 
My name is Young Mari, but you could call me The 

Great.
-Mario

from The Beat: Too many people try to write love poems that are all 
flowery and make promises they know they can’t keep. here you keep 
it real, you say what so many people really feel. you’ve got feelings for 
this girl, but it’s not love, and you’re not going to get tied down yet. 
We love the way you kicked off with india airie and then moved into 
your own poem, but lil mari [The great!], don’t even think you can earn 
those millions without going legit. you’ve already lost too many loved 
ones to that lie.

what  i t  Do beat???
Hey Beat this is your girl, Baby Gurl. They said I am going 
to be until 2008, because I have not got an interview for a 
group home. My P.O say it’s going to take a while. 
  I wish my time in here was up. I want to be with my 
family right? While my ninja’s friends is back up in here. 
I wish my mom would come see me.

-Baby Gurl  
from The Beat: This is a long time to be in limbo, waiting for an answer. 
you know what they say though, “do the time/don’t let the time do 
you”. What are you going to do during this time? read? study? Plan for 
the future? Write a book about your life? (if you do that, we’ll put it in 
The Beat, chapter by chapter!) 

betrayal
Being let down.

Told one thing but shown another,
Looking for the light at the end of the tunnel

As you get closer the light moves further
Betrayal

Putting your trust in someone
Someone that isn’t trustworthy
Someone that is manipulative

And capable of making you trust them
Betrayal

What do you do when you’ve been lied to?
What do you do when you’ve been hurt?

How do you react when someone
Turns their back on you?

Betrayal.
-Sweetie

from The Beat: it’s messed up when someone tries to give you advice 
and they can’t even run their own life. have you been betrayed by many 
of the people in your life? Which was the worst one for you? and how 
did you deal with it?

the next  morning
One day me and my friends we was drinkin’, then we 
went to Albertsons and took a gallon of vodka. It was 
three of us and  we killed that mutha…. We mixed the 
volka too. I was on one boy. 
 The next morning I woke up with scratches all on my 
arm and legs I didn’t even know how I got them. But that’s 
it I don’t want to tell you everything that happen.

-Tini
from The Beat: nothing to be proud of, to say the least.  We hope this 
is a live and learn situation for you.

People  a lways Pressuring You
When I get out of Camp Sweeney, I know it’s going to be 
a lot of things I want to do. The highest temptation for me 
is probably wanting to rob somebody. 
 It be a bunch of people talking smack. The thing I 
could do to overcome this temptation is to hang out the 
with the right crowd and not to do drugs a lot. 
 It’s hard to do it with people always pressuring you. 
But I know I could do it.

-Lil’ Marcus
from The Beat: are there people out there whom you trust and like, that 
won’t try and convince you to go out and rob somebody? We like the 
way you ended this piece, on that note of confidence “i know i could do 
it.” Would you share more about where that confidence comes from, and 
how it helps you make it through the day?
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the morning af ter
The night I remember was August 10th 2007. I was with 
my boyfriend he and I got so drunk I ended up in the 
motel room by myself and I had the biggest hangover ever. 
I left the motel and I was walking, and I didn’t know where 
I was going, so I called my boyfriend. 
 He came and got me and I had a laugh of a life time.

-Precious
from The Beat: We could have just as easily called this piece “The 
Narrow Escape,” because those drunk blackouts can get a girl in all kind 
of danger. We’re glad you made through it safe this time!

i  wanna go home
I wanna go home fast. I wish I can get home, I really 
wanna be with my family. I hope Judge K lets me go 
home. 
 My grandma needs me. I am the man of the house, 
I gotta help my little sister with her homework. I gotta 
handle man’s responsibility and also RIP to my homies 
Lil Mike and Lil Frank. 
 A shout out to all the dead homies. Rest In Peace my 
ninjas.

- J Sticx
from The Beat: is it a lot of pressure to be the man of the house like 
you say? How do you handle that stress? We know you hate being stuck 
here, but while you are, how would you feel about writing up a story to 
tell the Beat readers some more about what it likes to have to help run 
your household? How long has it been like that?

man up
If you know what you did man up 
Don’t be scared to say you a thug 

Money over scrubs 
If you get love people know me I bust 

And I will mad up 
Talk to me wrong 

You better apologize 
If you don’t talk it out 

You might cry, I go stupid shhh
Show no love unless you show love to me 

This goes out to The Beat…
-Marco

from The Beat: This is a street rhyme for sure, because it’s full of all that 
stuff from the street that kills so many young people – the willingness 
to jump into fight, the rage, the struggle – and finally the stress! do 
you face a lot of stress in your life each day? does it come from inside, 
or does it come from the life you live on the outside?

me and my l i fe  in  and out  of  Ja i l
This is how it all started. I was doing robbery and 
burglary, stealing a lot, just not caring about myself or 
my family, friends, none of them.  
 I felt like someone was taking over my body and then 
the next day I’d be normal. Or it seemed like if I didn’t 
have no weed or money, then I had to find a way to get it.   

 Anyways, I was getting a lot of things like flat screen 
TV’s, Playstation 3, Xbox’s, IPOD, phones, money, 
everything you can imagine, feel me.  
 But now I think about it, it was all wrong and I'm going 
to have to face it in reality and that’s what I'm doing now. 
Serving my time for all the crimes I thought I’d never get 
caught for and look at me now, serving time just because I 
didn’t want to listen to my family or my friend, and things 
like that.  
 Another thing is I was hanging out with the wrong 
people in my life, but now I changed and I went to court 
and they said that I could go to a group home. I'm going to 
do it so I could get my life together and be with my friends 
and family, because they really need me. Thank you for 
reading my story.

-Derik
from The Beat: The rush of adrenaline from stealing can be an addictive 
thrill, but the consequences are huge, as you are now realizing. it sounds 
like you are discovering a lot of things about yourself, -what and who 
you really care about, the kind of life you want to lead. We hope that 
you will resist the temptation to run from your group home.  if you can 
put this behind you, the rest of your life is your own. 

the highest  temptat ion
My highest temptation when I go back to society is 
money. I plan on getting a job but $ 7.00 an hour isn’t 
enough for me when I know damn well I can get that 
whole pay check in one day, instead of waiting two lousy 
weeks for something like that. 
 Once you learn how to do something that’s all you 
know how to do. So when you go back to the same place 
that you left it the only thing you know how to do. But 
I have someone in my life that’s willing to help me and 
keep me away from taking that rock. Also the other thing 
I have on my mind is getting two jobs.

-Domo The Prince
from The Beat: here’s where that long-term thinking comes in. When 
you are trying to figure how much you can earn out there doing what 
you used to do, you have to also factor in the restitution money, and 
the dead time, and the work time missed by family when they come to 
court dates. and man, domo, what about the pain? There’s no way to 
even put a price on the pain you’ve been in… We’re glad you ended this 
on a positive note: Two jobs (although with your talent, what about one 
of those jobs being getting that education?)

what  the  hel l  D id  i t  Do?
I’m sitting in camp saying what the hell did it do… I was 
snitched on by this one ninja. All I can think about is this 
one girl that I really care about, but she doesn’t know 
how I really feel. 
 Damn Beat, what should I do? I feel like running 
everyday I’m here just so I can be with the people I care 
about and the people I love. Well I’m gonna let you go.

-Memcer
from The Beat: don’t run, don’t run, don’t run! But do write this girl 
a note to let this girl know how you feel. it can’t hurt, can it? if you 
decide to write her a poem, feel free to run it by us when we come 
through so we can help you whittle it into heart-winning shape.

they w ish they had i t  l ike  me
People hate for many different reasons. They hate ‘cause 
they want what you got, they hate ‘cause every night they 
sit in their miserable life and wish on a star they were.
 You they wish they had it like me. They hate because 
they want to be smart as me they hate because I’m young 
boy and I got more people than them.

-Bruno
from The Beat: so they way you look at it, it’s more like that hate is 
about envy – people turning on each other because they want what 
other people have. have you ever felt that kind of hate and jealousy 
towards others?

wil l  the monster  Disappear?
Sitting here in juvenile hall, behind locked doors

Sitting here wondering if I will be free at all
Sitting here wearing the next man’s drawers 

Sitting here wondering if the monster will disappear one 
day

-Marcus
from The Beat: We would like to hear more about the monster.  is the 
monster inside of you?  is the monster the streets?  is the monster a 
person on the outs?  
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my temptat ions
My temptation on the streets be getting money. I try so 
hard I really don’t be trippin’ if I go down. Another one 
is getting revenge. I know even if I don’t be tryin to do 
hot shhh on the outs, if somebody try to get on me, I'm 
probably gonna go back and get on them.

-Dirty D
from The Beat: are the results (getting arrested, getting in fights) 
worth it?  

highest  temptat ion
When I get to the group home, I'm gon’ bounce from 
wherever it is. (It's gonna be out of the county, I already 
know.) I’m gonna hop on the Greyhound and take it to 
San Jose or Oakland, hop on the BART, get back to the 
‘mont and walk back to my town. There, the first thing I’m 
gonna do is hit up my patnas, puff on a blunt, and hit up 
my girl. Then I'm gon’ start stackin’ my chips, day in and 
day out, ‘cause I got a restitution to pay. Once I do that, 
I'm gon’ turn my self in and finish my group home and 
probation. That way, I can be free and not come back.

-Aris
from The Beat: This is a tricky situation you find yourself in.  it’s good 
that you are making plans, but running from your group home carries 
big risks.  for one thing, if you get caught after you run, you could face 
new charges and be looking at a longer sentence.  also, other bad stuff 
could happen if you get caught up in the game again while you’re out 
(we don’t know what you mean when you talk about “stacking your 
chips”).  if you are doing illegal activity again, you could get shot, or get 
arrested again, and face an even longer sentence. so, what about just 
sticking with your program now and not running from the group home?  
maybe that would be the safest bet. Please think some more about your 
options and the risks involved.

temptat ion
The thing that will be calling me is that money for sure. 
I’m gonna need money when I get out off top to support 
myself, and my family. I cant live with out it so I will need 
that DOA. The thing I can do to resist that temptation is 
think of my “family” off top, and think about being in that 
small, locked room 23/7. 
 That’s gonna be hard but I have to do it to stay pit the 
system for-real.

-Doogie Baby
from The Beat: it must feel like a “doomed if you don’t, doomed if you 
do” type situation. on the one hand, you need the money. on the other 
hand, getting that money could land you in jail – and even worse in jail 
with your family having to get restitution taken out of their checks! 
Would a part-time job be enough for the next couple  years, while you 
get your education so you can get a better paying job later? if so, what 
kind of job would you want?

Come up kid
If I ain’t in the lab

I’m probably in the hood
Me an’ my brahs in the Regal

Blowin’ on some good
I spotted a lil’ light skin thang on foot

I bounce out the scrap to get a close look
She said you got dreads

You probably a crook
I don’t clean

But yes I cook
I’m a come up kid

Whipping bubble up bubble up
Looking back at you

I damn near crash the wipe up
I’m just saying you go girl you go

You the super woman I been looking for
Five-five thick things long hair like mines

You need a solid ninja in yo’ look..
-Dreddy

from The Beat: “lookin’ at you, i damn near crash the wipe up” – now 
ThaT’s a great rhyme.  But man, there’s too much illegal in here! not 
in terms of what we’ll print, but in terms of a lifestyle that terrifies us 
when we imagine your future. Talent like yours shouldn’t be wasted on 
self-destruction. harness the power of your flow!

bored
I’m bored up in here I wanna go home!  I don’t deserve to 
be here, but then again I do. I know what I did wasn’t right 
an I shouldn’t of did it, an I’m really sorry!  I don’t wana 
be in here I wana be at home with my family especially 
my dad.  
 I love my dad and if I get out tomorrow I am going 
to show my dad that I could be good. An I hope I get out 
tomorrow because I wanna go to school and go to my after 
school programs.

-Tanesha  
from The Beat: handle your business make yourself and your dad proud! 
go to school! 

Dime Droppers
Five O tryin’ to tick me

Tryin' to find out the mystery
God is the only one who witness my misery.

The interrogation just begun
They keep askin’ me where’s the gun

They just know under the sun.
The street life ain’t nothing nice

Shootin’ dice, slanging ice.
They wondering how I got this mentality

It's insanity, but it’s reality.
Next thing I know, I am being

Investigated for something I’ve done
I’m sayin’ don’t even ask

I know I always wear a mask
Someone must of dropped a dimes

Now I gotta do the time.
When the whole unit is sleepin’

I am steady wide awake thinkin’, trippin’
Wondering how the heck I got myself

In this position, always known for destruction
Out to my dawgs

Will eat you up like Jaws!
We maxed out.

-Ramon
from The Beat: out of your sleepless nights and stress/The demons 
put your mind to the test/They try to break you, make you lose your 
reason/like you a deer during hunting season/but your rhymes come out 
furious and strong/if the devil tries to take you he’ll turn out wrong/
because you come back with too much heart/and he can’t finish what 
you won’t start!

a Snack in  the middle  o f  the  night
When I go to my room I mostly think about my family 
and where would I be right now? What would I do? Who 
would I be with? Where could I be instead of being here? 
 The most place that I dream about is my room and 
walking downstairs in the middle of the night getting’ 
a snack and that’s mostly what is on my mind, besides 
family and everything you take for granted and just 
praying that I get out soon

 -Unknown
from The Beat: freedom is like air – we don’t know how badly we need 
it until suddenly we lose it! That dream says it all… something as simple 
as waking up in the night to get yourself a snack feels like nothing. 
But then when that right is gone, it becomes everything. everything 
that matters.  
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bad haircut
This barber just screwed my shhh up. I felt like hurtin’ 
this ninja. I don’t know why I let this ninja cut my shhh, 
I should’ve just kept my lil’ fro. I'm hella mad, they need 
to fire his ass fast today. I should’ve gone off!   

-Dirty D
from The Beat:  Whoa, whoa, whoa.  it is ok to feel mad after a bad 
haircut (it happens on the outs, too!) but you need to seriously take a 
look at your reaction.  hair grows, and bad haircuts are not something 
to get violent over.  check yourself.

homie in  a wheelchair
When the New Years is about coming, then I heard 
about my homies got shot in the hood. I was like damn, 
I feel very bad for my homie. When he got home from the 
hospital I came to his house to visit him, and he sit on the 
wheel chair. When I seen it, I was like “damn, mang”. He 
couldn’t walk normal and his hand was messed up too. 
 Then later it kinda got better and he could walk a 
little bit. I feel happy for him. He got lucky he alive, but 
he get back to normal in like years or something. I like to 
kick it with him.

-Lil’ K
from The Beat: That’s tragic. We see the numbers about how many 
people get killed, but then forget about all the people – like your boy – 
who end up in wheelchairs, or with other wounds.  it sounds as if you’ve 
shown a lot of heart and stood by him through his trouble, and that 
says a lot about you.  

never uninv i ted
He was never uninvited, he was brought out when I 

fighted
He was there with me when I was high as a kite

When anger came so did the fangs
Kill me if he could, too bad this ain’t a game
No silver bullet can stop what’s inside of me

No wooden stakes holy water or packs of garlic
He try to eat me alive when I’m most vulnerable
But can’t get me like flickin' coins at a carnival

I’ll be damned
If I’m bit scratched or touched

His way of getting Da Boi is throwing violent lust
And when my blood boils you know he’s present
He ain’t got no pillow but he very much imbedded
I get weak sometimes and the horns seek through

I gotta cuss him out sometimes and he say “ef you!” 
I guess every where I go he be in my steps

My job is to keep him suppressed
-Da Boi

from The Beat: you know – that beast you want to suppress is your 
anger but he’s also your passion, your pain, the blood that boils inside 
you and keeps your body alive. maybe it’s not about suppressing that 
monster – maybe it’s about channeling him, learning how to make him 
for you not against you… channeling him into the poetry that flows 
through you each day.

khoa’s  Story
Wednesday October 12, 2007 in the morning. Me and my 
friend were sitting on the bench. Then some guy came up 
to me. Say ‘sup ninja you wanna fight with me, and I ain’t 
say anything.
 During lunchtime, me and my friends went to 7 Eleven 
to buy a drink then we walked back to school, then we 
walked back to school, then the bell rang I’m tryin’ to 
look for my class. I got lost then I went home.
 After I was at home. Two polices came to my house 
and said, “I wanna talk to you,” 
 I said, “Is everything all right?” 
 And they said “Yeah, you not in trouble. They say 
where the knife at?”
 “I don’t have it, it’s at my friend’s house”
  They said, where is your friend house at? 
 I said “Fremont, but I don’t know where he live and 
his phone number.”
  Then I say to the police “Can give it to you 
tomorrow?” 
 He say no, and then later he arrest me.

-Khoa
from The Beat: This case has shady written all over it. We hope you’ve got 
a lawyer fighting for you with all he or she has got. We hope you have 
the support to show that you are not yet another b-sing youngster.

the monster
The monster inside me

Wants to be free
Another chance that all I need

No more drinking or smoking weed
The monster inside me wants

To leave, get away from this place.
When I get away, I ain’t

Coming back.
-Dauce

from The Beat: What you got there is a good monster, he’s watching 
your back instead of trying to stab you in it – it’s like your monster is 
sully, from monster’s inc – someone powerful and strong, who wants to 
see you succeed.

Dream hood Vacat ion
Snoring…. Ok now ya boy dreaming I'm on the block… I 
see this knock. He owe me some money for ‘bout a month 
now so I say “G where my money at?” He said he don’t 
have it so I beat his ass and said hurry up and get my 
money or it gon’ be some problem. 
 So I’m sitting on the corner selling the rest of my 
dope with the chop in the bushes, you know how Weezy 
do it… 
 So five-o pull up the street… then the nock pointed 
at me I’m like oh shhh! Run through some house ended 
up in some back yard hoped over a chicken I’m running 
the police behind me on the other side of the fence, and 
another one coming right towards me so I cut on that and 
hit the fence. 
 I ran in some apartments, ran up the stairs -- they 
tried to trap me again, so I jumped off the stairs got outta 
there laughing….  
 Now I woke up ‘cause staff calling me for school.

-Weezy
from The Beat: you told this story like the master entertainer you are, 
we can always count on you to make us laugh. But it’s tragic that even 
in your dreams you’re on the run from the cops, and even in dreams 
you’re having to beat on a person who suffers – straight up – from the 
very drug that has helped destroy oakland. you deserve a bigger, better 
life – and bigger, better dreams. 

hanging around my hood
What’s up Beat, this your boy Crazy once again writing 
you. But the highest temptation is hanging around my 
hood and the homies, and riding around looking for the 
enemies, and then serving more time, that’s my highest 
temptation. 
 Well I’m gonna let ya’ll go but not for long.

-Crazy
from The Beat: you put the devil back in temptation – because it’s the 
devil side of you that keeps bringing you and your homies out in the 
streets. Where does it get you? doesn’t it get you more time? is that 
what you want? 
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monster 
I am my monster because I can’t stop banging 

I never realy thought of battling my monster 
 I never really realize I had a monster inside me 

until I made a choice and ill never did all the thangs I 
did.

- Lil’ Charles
from The Beat:  Waking up is a good thing, and it sounds to us like you 
are finally realizing that you have a choice in this matter.

in te l l igent  mind
Most people tell me I have an intelligent mind, knowledge. 
I could take the skills I’ve earned like money and pay my 
way into a decent college, but some say I also don’t use 
it to my advantage, and won’t make it to see the age of 
eighteen. That’s scandalous!
 But I’ve come a long way and proved so many wrong, 
like a never ending story, mine is a never ending song, 
intelligent mind.

-Young Fly
from The Beat: good for you! you’re halfway there! now comes the real 
challenge… do you remember to listen hard to that intelligent mind 
when the stupid part of you (you know what we mean here, we all have 
a stupid part) starts giving you stupid advice? What can you do stack 
the odds in favor of your smart side, so you can go to that good college, 
and get that good job?

when i  get  released
When I get released on EM, I plan to do my EM program 
and stay away from drunks and alcohol. I plan to graduate 
in February and then attend Laney College. I plane to play 
football there. I will lay low and not be with my homies 
on the block. I will get a job so I wont get caught with 
another case, ever.

-Garrett
from The Beat: laney has some great programs and teachers – 
congratulations for deciding give yourself a life you can be happy with. 
What kind of job are you looking for?

everybody has a monster
When I think of the monster, everybody has a monster. 
 For me the monster is in the streets. When I learned 
the game and how to handle drugs. At first it was a joke, 
but then everything changed. One night when I thought I 
knew it all I was drugged up and got caught slippin’. I got 
jumped and robbed and I was too messed up to fight. 
 Now I have a limit and think before I act. Be smart not 
stupid stay on your toes.

-Baby Boy
from The Beat: The thing that’s hard about a monster like the streets is 
that they are everywhere when you get home, always calling to you. you 
need to find something else that has a call even louder and stronger. 
What would it be? What’s the prize you want to keep your eyes on? 

Cold  hearted 
Well, I have been cold hearted a lot of times -- to my 
family and myself. The reason why I say family is ‘cause 
I’m in here getting in trouble,  and the time that I have to 
is stressing my moms out and making it worse for me. 
But when I get out, I got a lot of people to prove wrong, 
and a lot of good deeds to do.
 Peace Beat, I’m gone.

-Lil’ Dauce
from The Beat: There are some people you need to prove wrong, but 
what about the people you need to prove right? The ones who see good 
in you? The people who read The Beat and can tell that you are bigger 
than your mistakes? or your mom, who knows better than anyone else 
that deep down inside you are a good person? 

love and hate
When I lost my sister I lost my soul. I start messing up. 
I tried to get my life together, but I was in something that 
was too deep. 
 I am a person of love. But I love to hate. I hate so 
much I only love a few. So hate is my way of loving. Good 
night Beat!

-Reese The Beast
from The Beat: your grief got twisted and turned into something that 
twisted you up. you ran away from it – but you ran into something much 
worse. But that hate you feel is really the pain in a broken heart? do 
you think you’re still “in too deep?” Because your love for you sister is 
real, and imagine for a minute her love for you. she’d want you to be 
well!

thank You
Yea, you know me, 9 months strong in this G thang, I 
just got a few thangs to say but not to much yadamean, 
I just want to say thank you to Miss Felix, Gilmen, Lo, 
E and Jekinne and IS 1 Rich. Thanks for the love and 
showin’ me love, the next level I’m goin’ to, I ain’t getting 
no love like that, no love, so I just want to say thank you 
and I won’t never forget about ya’ll. 
 When I get out, I hopefully see ya’ll in the future.

-J Money
from The Beat: The unit did not feel right without you there last week, 
Johnny, and it won’t for a long time  -- remember that The Beat will be 
waiting for you with open arms when you get out and open pages until 
then. 

i  So ld  my Soul
Get money. That’s all I ever knew. It was like if you didn’t 
like me I didn’t like you. Ninjas hated on my team all day. 
But we didn’t care ‘cause we was gettin’ paid. Catch me on 
the spot all day. Never catch me slippin’ ‘cause I always 
had my thang. 
 We was all happy. But one day it came to an end. That 
was the day I found out they killed my best friend. Then 
we got them thangs ready lookin’ for revenge, for them 
people who killed my friend. I ain’t gon’ tell what happen 
to them, ‘cause you never know who listening,’ but all I 
got to say is the street is hella cold. It feels like I sold my 
soul.

 -Turk
from The Beat: Turk – you didn’t sell your soul, but damn you have 
hocked it at the pawn shop. and now you need to get that soul back, 
for your brother’s sake, for your family’s sake, for the sake of all the 
pride and goodness you knoW you have inside. The streets are cold, 
but your heart isn’t – yet. don’t let them freeze you!  

i  hate  i t  here
I wish I was outta here man I hate it here man, I miss 
spending time with my family and friends, man I feel like 
I am going crazy up in here, man, I just hope I get out by 
Friday!  I’ve been here two months and I am already tired 
of it. I hate when people tell me what to do and how long I 
got to take showers and stuff like that and I am just tired 
of it.   
 RIP, my sister, Lizbeth, man I miss her, man I miss 
spending time with her, man I love my sister, man I wish 
she was still here, man with me, well she died one year 
ago. Man I miss her, one love to my sister Lizbeth

-Ernesto
from The Beat: Thanks for sharing your thoughts on being in the hall 
and your love for your sister, riP lizbeth. We do hope you’re gone by 
the time this piece comes out too! 
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that  n ight
On September 16 it was my birthday. I went to visit my 
cousins in my hometown, Fresno. They told me, “today 
is going to be the best day of you life, you are going to get 
so ef’d up!”
 So in Fresno every Friday, Saturday and Sunday there 
are house parties. They could be very dangerous, but fun, 
shhh happens at those things. Well, I was drinkin’ some 
Mexican tequilla with the worm inside and I was smoking 
hella blunts. Man I was on like shhh, but I was still up 
having the time of my life dancing with hella different 
freaky   girls.  
 So I took some girls to the car. And got you know 
what. Then I went in and danced more and drank more 
and took more girls to the car. The party went on until 
the early morning, until some gang came and started to 
shoot, and after that happened the party got raided and 
the police came. 
 So me and my cousin went to the homies house and 
kicked back and we still drink and smoke ‘till we fell 
asleep.
 When I woke up that afternoon, I had a big ass hang 
over and I threw up in the toilet.
 Man, I will never forget that night!

-Jesus
from The Beat: sounds like one wild night. glad you are alive too, given 
the violence that jumped off that night. now that you are locked up do 
you plan to change your ways to stay up and out of the system?  

tat too  You
What’s up Beat! So today I choose to tell a story about 
how I got my tattoos. It started around April. I was 
kickin’ back in San Jose with some homeboys and an 
OG homeboy that just got out of prison and he asked if I 
wanted to get tated.
  I was drinking and I was pervin’ so I was like, “fo’ 
sure lets do it!” So we were talking about what I should 
get. 
 So the OG was like lets put “NSSJ” on your neck and 
“San Jo” under your eye.   
 He said, “you’ll be the only one from the hood to have 
it.” 
 So I was thinking in my head like it sounds coo’ but 
what will happen later on in life, so the drank spoke for 
me and I said ,“I ain’t trippin, let’s do it!” 
 So that night we did the “NS” tat on the right side of 
my neck and the tat under my eye.    
 The next day I was suppose to get the “SJ” on my left 
side of my neck. I woke up the next morning, like damn, 
what was I thinking!  I’m trippin’!  I’m goin’ straight to the 
pen! 
 So I thought about what I could do about it and came 
up with idea to save my life… 

-Convict
from The Beat: and we are proud of you for taking the steps on getting 
those ugly tats off your good lookin’ face. We’re pulling for you to doing 
big things in the legit world when your chance comes.  

looking up at god Praying For another Chance
I look up at God every night praying to him looking for 
another chance to find myself and to know more about 
him. 
 They say real men cry, so I let my tears run down my 
face when I call out to him. Lord, father I need another 
chance. I won’t you to come into my life and guide me out 
the dark into the light.  Help me become a better man a 
better father, son, brother, boyfriend, a better everything, 
so Father God, show me how to be a successful man in 
life.
  I also pray for my family at home, everybody in the 
unit and the staff that work with us throughout our life in 
Jesus Christ’s holy name.

-No Name
from The Beat: one beautiful thing about this piece is that you are 
praying not only for yourself, but for the other people in the unit. it’s 
the most beautiful thing about faith, which is that we must also care 
for our fellow human beings, and let that win out over rage, revenge, 
anger, all the evil lessons the streets try to “teach” us.

Fast  money and Drugs
My highest temptation in the streets is fast money and 
drugs. 
 I feel that way because I see all my ninjas getting they 
dough by selling drugs. That motivates me to get on they 
hype, because we done been through the same shhh in 
life and that’s the only way I know how to get money. 
 And using drugs another one of my highest temptation 
in the streets because that syrup shhh is real serious out 
here B. I smoked purp’ and drink syrup all that other stuff 
is unnecessary boy. So step yo’ game up and stop playing 
wit’ yo nose and stop messin wit that dog food.

-Reezy
from The Beat: We feel you, but man, you don’t need the stress! because 
you don’t want to end up in jail. What are your dreams? if you dream a 
powerful enough future, for yourself, a vision of something great you 
want to do with your life, then you’ll be able to fight back. you can’t 
keep your eyes on the prize unless you’ve decided what the prize is. 
What’s your prize?

l i fe  in  Jai l
Life in jail ain’t never easy

Man you get tired of the bullshhh
Doing the same thing all day

You also get tired of seeing your mom in the visiting 
room

You get out through the door and she gets out through 
the other door

So if it’s your first time in jail
Try to make the best of it

Try to do what the staff tells you to do and do it right
This is my first time in here

I have learned a lot out of this place
So I’ll never come back

I learned that this is not the place for me
I got to be with my family

To take care of my little sister and brother
So if it’s your first time try not to come back 

Try to make the best of your life 
Life is short, man! 

-Marco
from The Beat:  all of us readers appreciate your points in this piece. 
What will you do to stay busy when you get out besides watching your 
brother and sister? 

my love
I love me 

I love mama 
I love my sister 
I love my dog 
I love my god 

I love my music 
I love my home 

I love my homework 
I love my people 
I love my family

-Tarnell 
from The Beat: and The Beat has love for you too! 
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Street  Pharm
My favorite book that I read is called “Street Pharm” and 
it about a kid name Tye and his dad ran a drug business 
and when his dad went to jail he left the business to his 
son and his son had other people selling for him and he 
had and enemy named Darkman and they sold on the 
same block, but Tye had more customers, well he tried to 
take over and shot him two times.

- Marjon
from The Beat: sounds like many stories we have read in The Beat over 
the years.  Thanks for the book recommendation! 

boom!  V io la t ion! 
I jumped out of my window of my second story 

apartment. 
I landed softly and was runnin’ into the night

Towards what was my favorite place in the world,
I get to my girl’s house around 11:30pm
I must have smoked at least a quarter

When everyone in the house was asleep 
Accept for us two  

I had the night of my life
I had only been out of jail ‘bout two weeks

We watched the sun come up
Finished off my night

Thought it would be all good
But when I stepped out the door
I get a sharp pain in my stomach

I knew it was over
It was a long lonely walk home

I get there
My mom was still home

She should have been at work
I walk in the door

She’s on the phone with my PO
BOOM! 

Violation 
Back to the halls

I thought it would be my last
But my mind was playing tricks on me.

-Spwerv
from The Beat:  you are a smart youngsta, we can only hope you mage 
better choices down the road when opportunity comes your way to do 
good over bad. We so appreciate the on-topic story that many of us can 
relate to. 

me at  a  Di f ferent  leve l
Once I get out everythang gonna be callin’ me, from 
money, drugs, guns to girls. It’s all gonna be even more 
attractive and eye catching. But it ain’t what’s callin’, it’s 
how I deal with it. 
 Now I tell my self I'm gonna change, but I can’t lie to 
myself, so I know I'm finna go right back to doin’ me, but 
at a different level ‘cause I know It's my last chance, if I 
touch the streets again. 
 But until den do ya time don’t let da time do you.

-Marley
from The Beat: after all the amazing heart you’ve shown in your various 
pieces for The Beat, we’d say that yeah, you should do you, always! But 
then it’s the money and drugs and guns that take away the real you, 
who is actually a person with a lot of talent and strength and potential 
for greatness in life. so yeah, be you – at a different level!

a long night
After the night of my life, this is how I paid the next 
morning the next morning. One night I went to the other 
hood to go buy me some pills. I got me ten pills and then 
me and my friends went back to our hood to go party. My 
friend bought a gallon of Hennessey we drank it all. 
 Then the next day I went to my house, I felt hella 
weak, my head was hurtin’ so I went to sleep.

-Rodolfo
from The Beat: Too much partying will ruin you. right now you are in 
a period of your life where you need to leave the partying and get busy 
improving your life! What’s the plan? 

the horrib le  monster  
The monster in my life would be the one inside me before 
the “monster inside me before was making my do stupid 
choices and making me break my family apart, when I yell 
back at them and taking off and leaving.  
 Right now I’m trying to take control of that monster 
and making it go away. I’m going to try my best to calm 
down when I get mad so I can prevent myself from yelling 
or fighting my dad or anyone else. 

-Azn
from The Beat: first step is to recognize the pain, the second step is to 
put your words into action.  

the monster
When I was younging my mom told me that there was 
a monster in my closet and under my bed. I never slept 
in there, because, I really thought it was one in my room 
and what made me think it was one in there, was my step 
dad because my mom told me to go to my room and get in 
my bed and I did. My stepdad was under the bed and he 
grabbed my ankles and I screamed, and my mom came in 
there laughing.

-Baby Joker
from The Beat: oh what a painful trick to play on a child. We need to 
ask would you do that to your innocent child? hope not. We suppose 
now it’s a bit funny, given time does heal many wounds.

think
I think they should give me another chance on the outs 

I think I can change my life around
 I think they should put me on EM and I could show 

them that I’m not a bad person 
I think the should let me go to my family 

I think I will do good on EM but I’m never going to get a 
chance.

-Baby Joker
from The Beat: oh you will get a chance at freedom, the question is 
when?
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Pat ience
My highest temptation is hurting people. Last year and 
a half, I’ve been calm about fightin’. I was altogether goin’ 
on one, all da time robbin’ people just doin’ hella hot 
stuff. Now I won’t fight unless I have to, I'm somethin’ 
like a quiet ninja now .
 Here in jail I’ve had the most patience I know. I’d done 
wrong, and I ain’t comin’ back. I know it.

-Ricardo
from The Beat: What kind of patience have you learned? how to stay 
calm when you’re mad? or go off to your room and write out your 
feelings? are these lessons that will help you when you get back on 
the outs? 

too high
One day it was my birthday 

 I smoke like 10 blunts 
I was on. 

 I saw some guy 
 he was throwing it up in my face, 

 I hit him, 
when I woke up the police came 

 I got in trouble but I did not come here 
because guy did not snitch so I did not come here.

-Charles
from The Beat:  youngster you need to control the smoking, ‘cause 
staying high/getting high will keep you forever down. rise up! 

every  body ain ’ t  So l id
When you in the streets and you bang 

everybody will know 
you get quick money 

love the game 
thinking everybody stay the same 
talk like they solid when you there 

when you aint the talk behind yo’ back 
plot and talk smack

 when you think they got your back and that’s what I 
mean 

everybody aint solid.
-Lil’ Charles

from The Beat: live and learn it sounds to us. now what? hopefully 
better choices and better friends!   

the monster  i  Face is  mysel f
All my life I’ve been told by teachers, students, parents, 
etc. that I'm so much brighter than I hold myself up to 
be. There’s definitely been times when I’ve showed my 
capabilities of holding myself upon this seat, but not as 
much as I could have, said I would, or showed I could. I’ve 
always wondered what in myself has holding me back. It 
was me who subconsciously was holding myself down. 
Sorry I was a little distracted, but you know I would have 
written more.

-Rashaad
from The Beat: What do you think it is that holds you back? is it the 
feeling of getting over, the money, the temptations, the people you 
spend time with? or to flip it, what makes you feel best of all? When are 
you  most proud of yourself?

l ive  l i fe  S low
I already know my biggest temptation is going be drugs, 
going back to the fast lane. Getting money fast didn’t have 
to ask anybody for shit. I ain’t gonna lie, it was cool. 
 Some of my ninjas I ain’t gonna mess wit’ ‘cause I 
can get easily influenced to do some stupid stuff. I'm still 
gonna drink, I ain’t gonna lie, but I'm going cool down 
though. 
 I'm going to start a new path in my life, start over have 
fun while I'm a child (adolescent). I'm going straight to 
job corps when I get out. I just have myself prioritized, 
and just live life slow and just breath. Also take care of 
my three nieces and start being there for them and start 
setting a good example as an uncle.

-Kevin
from The Beat: it’s good to hear you talking positive, and we want to 
see you get everything you need. you might want to read this Beat from 
beginning to end, because there are so many pieces by writers who 
screwed up because they were drinking. We hope that doesn’t happen 
to you, but when we see you write “I’m still gonna drink” a warning flag 
goes up in our minds. What do you think?

Fake
This getting hella weak

Every week writing to The Beat
You can’t find yo’ way in, 

You might find your way out
Just picture going home to a drought.
Where girls pick out things that small

I can look straight through you and tell you fake
Some of you all think you hard

But you really not to me
When I think about you

I think about TV
You look like a show

And me hangin’ with you I’m straight
I can give two reasons 

And one you fake
I might make a movie out of you

Just to rewind the tape
I’m just gon’ say look at this, ain’t this so fake! 

I got them hits
Yeah, I got that dog

And with this I can knock down all of you
It’s all for a reason
I ain’t got to hate

And my one reason is y’all so fake! 
And you ain’t gon’ get no cool points from me

Believe that! 
-Lil’ Dirt

from The Beat: sounds like you’ve been hurt by someone you cared 
about. Well, the time is now to fix things in your life or suffer the pain 
of incarceration. get smart young homie!! 

today was one of the worst Days of my life
Today was one of the worst days of my life. Today I went 
to court in the Judge said she taught I did the crime.
  I know I ain’t ‘bout to do life, but five or six years are 
the best years of my life. But it ain’t over yet, so if It's 
Gods’ will I will be home soon. To everybody doin’ time, 
keep ya’ll head up and trust in God.   

-Turk
from The Beat: We’re so sorry to hear what happened with the judge, 
but we’re also grateful to hear that it’s not going to be a life sentence. 
We were so worried when we heard that you’d lost the release to the 
military school. But we know so many people who took control of their 
worlds after doing time in the y, and are now strong, inspiring, proud 
leaders (many of them even work at The Beat!). don’t give up. ever. 

Every week writing to The Beat
You can’t find yo’ way in, 

You might find your way out
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my l i fe  Chose me!
Here came a surprise to the world! 

Something like you! 
No big bad thang 

Just a little boy with game 
Didn’t choose my mother d
Damn straight, no brother 

Livin’ life I’d be happy to change 
But it's self-confidence I’d have to gain! 

Livin’ life as a hustle 
Endin’ up doin' time 

Prayed to God 
To listen to my cries 

Had many chances to go to school
But never wanted to go by the rules

Because my life chose me 
Damn, bein’ away from the block 

It's just so damn hard! 
Bein away! It's just so addicted! 
I just feel like I love the block 

Of course da homies too 
It's just an addiction 
I just can’t help it!

-Jeanette
from The Beat: if you can’t help yourself break this addiction, you must 
be like a helpless little baby just letting whatever comes your way 
determine what you do. if you think this is hard, you’ll be facing a lot 
harder situations if you keep doing the same as before. only a fool or a 
crazy person thinks they can do the same as before without facing the 
same results as before. are you one of those?

three topics  in  one
It's going to be money because that’s why I'm in here I 
was trying to get money. I can just get a job to overcome 
this temptation so I can resist going to jail. 
 It's the criminal justice system that’s the monster and 
yeah, at times I fear the criminal justice system. Yeah, I 
confronted the monster or criminal justice system. I get 
sentenced to time when I do. Nah, I don’t want to defeat 
it. I have a battle with my freedom with the monster trying 
to get out the halls.
 I forget that I had a test and I failed it the next 
mourning from having too much fun, not studying for the 
test. So I failed the test and the class. So I got a bad grade 
on my report card and it happen like that mostly all my 
class. 

-Monyea
from The Beat: first, please don’t write on all three topics! When you do 
that, all you can give us is a few sentences on each one, without telling 
us much. next time, choose just one topic and write a lot more about 
that one. What are you going to do to change your habits so that you 
don’t fail in your classes? getting an education is the key to staying out 
of places like this.

Sorry For  al l  the th ings i ’ve  Done
Sorry for all the pain you went through

Sorry for all the things and the person I become 
You are beautiful and still remain strong, Mom 

Sorry for not coming home, had you waiting, worried for 
so long 

When I look at you I see pain and sadness 
Don’t worry, I get through all this madness 

You struggle for so long to take care of me and my 
brother 

Gave us everything, but we gave you sadness and trouble 
Love us, support us, still organize putting your life 

together
Your son in prison, your daughter in jail — see us both 

we were supposed to be together
I have a lot of pain but I can’t show it ‘cause it would be 

full of anger and rage
I put you in a mess, we were supposed to treat you like 

a queen,  
But I let the devil got in between

I wanna cry in your lap like I was a little girl
I'm 18, still locked up in this crazy world 

Don’t know how much I can take I just want to be alone 
and get away

I want you to keep going in your life but now I 
understand my mother’s pain and pride 

We are the only thing you have that puts a smile on your 
face

But I'm sorry for me it’s hard to change. 
I love you, my brother is gone you still here telling me 

it's ok, everything would be fine
I have fear… never felt it but now I do, fear you leaving 

me alone
Never met my father you raised two on your own

When you come and visit me l feel sad, 
You telling me you washed my clothes, decorated my 

room 
‘cause I'm coming back home

It’s hard to say that but I'm not
I'm not because I was stupid for going back out to the 

block, 
Got in trouble 

I should of listen to you but I didn’t 
But I guess my disease loves all pain, and evil things it 

do
I don’t know when the pain will go away, 
I hope soon so we can start new again. 

I’ll be home one day, don’t worry,  
I’ll be success and give you everything, everything you 
gave to me, But mostly love and happiness, that’s what 

you deserve the most 
You and my dad made me and you push hard for me to 

be in this world 
But until now I’ll always will be your little girl
Love you moms and thank you that I have you

That’s why I'm strong just like you 
It’s hard to change but I open my eyes 

That in this world,  there’s no friend but you, 
That’s what keeps me going to be a better person… 

Thank You. 
-Lucero

from The Beat: it’s very touching that you praise all that your mother 
has done for you, but now it’s time for you to do for her. you say she 
deserves happiness, but what do you think would make her happy? you 
at home with her! you say it’s difficult to change, but is it easy not to 
change? Without changing, you will continue to do the things that lead 
you away from her, and that means she will continue to feel the pain 
you are feeling. Think about it, lucero. of course change is hard, but 
nothing that’s worth anything is easy.

the monster
The monster is in me. 

I put a smile but you can’t see me.
I'm nice, wonderful, but you don’t know me.

I come out when Lucero get mad 
But hey, I stay inside.

Sometimes I get her get mad on purpose 
‘Cause I'm tired of being bored.

So push her button ‘cause I'm the monster in her life.
-Lucero

from The Beat: sometimes we are our own worst enemies. all we can 
tell you, lucero, is to keep reading the apology you gave to your mother. 
you can control the monster inside if you choose, but if you choose not 
to, the “i’m sorry” you wrote to her will sound like empty words.
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my F irst  tat too
The most exciting day of my life is when I got my first 
tattoo and it didn’t even hurt. I got my boyfriend name. He 
was there to hold my hand and everything. We got high 
and stuff after. I really thought that he was the one, but 
the next day he broke up with me and that’s it.

-Cidnee
from The Beat: This isn’t much of a piece. is that all you could write in 
an hour? come on, cidnee, tell us something about your life. There must 
be more going on that’s more important than a tattoo!

the highest  temptat ion  in  the Street
After spending time incarcerated,  most want to do 
things different so they don’t come back. I will try my 
hardest to not come back ‘cause my next stop definitely 
ain’t Disneyland/ Juvenile. 
 I’ll be 18 in about three months. That’s when you 
head to the big house where they don’t play. I'ma fight a 
707 (B) case. If you don’t know what that is, it's a new law 
where tha DA can charge a minor 14 or above as an adult. 
I been in here for about five months roughly fighting this 
case when my patna is already 18 and he’s already about 
to get out. 
 I ain’t even tripping. I gotta keep my head to the sky 
and my feet to the ground. I blew up before I grew up, got 
introduced to the game. 

-Jason
from The Beat: so, if you got into all this before you grew up, are you 
grown up now? if you win your 707, will you change your ways, or go 
back to what you were doing (and threaten to keep doing in that last 
line that we remove)? you’re right, the next stop in this system won’t be 
disneyland, and we can assure you that if you take that trip, you’ll wish 
you had changed when you had the chance…

how i  Paid  the next  morning
Once upon a time I was in the City by the Bay. I was with 
my ninjas and I knew I had to be home by a least 12:00. 
For some people that’s late, but that night I stayed out 
the whole night. I went to a party and the party was off 
the hook. I mean booty was going flying everywhere. I was 
getting pushed to the wall. 
 Man, I was getting drunk, smoking weed,  blacks, 
popping pills and just get over and tow back. I was having 
a ball, I mean fun, at least for me it was. But the next 
morning I went back home the ‘field (Fairfield) and my 
mom was on my back. So I paid for it that morning. I 
couldn’t go back to the city.

-Allen
from The Beat: sometimes, the fun we have in the short run gives us a 
lot of pain in the long run. one sign of growing up is being able to weigh 
those long-term consequences against those short-term amusements 
and deciding that our futures our not worth the risk. 

my highest  temptat ion
Wassup Beat Within? I think the highest temptation is 
money because people they trying to get bread. People be 
trying to hustle or get a job, but instead of getting a job, 
people hustle but end up getting a job hustle, but end 
up getting locked up and start doing the same ol’ thing 
they were doing, and get locked up again. They just keep 
doing the same old thing back and forward. But that’s 
what they do. Can’t change them. That’s what they do, 
you feel me?
 Peace out Beat Within. Late!

-Young Racs
from The Beat: yes, money is a great temptation, and that temptation 
leads many of us into trouble (which is why the Bible says “the love of 
money is the root of all evil.”) you (and we) may not be able to change 
them, but are you working on changing yourself? in what ways?

F ight ing mysel f
The monster I am fighting is myself, and I need to learn 
how to control myself. I think I need to stop all the kiddy 
shhh and do my business because I’m ‘bout to be an 
adult, such as finishing school and graduating. I need to 
cut down on smoking weed and drinking, just cut down 
not quit, so I can get through school and probation in a 
easier way rather than the harder way.

-Young Gucci
from The Beat: We agree with you. it’s time to put away childish things 
and take on the responsibilities of being an adult. We’re interested to 
know why it’s important to you that you keep smoking and drinking 
rather than try to quit altogether. our experience tells us that cutting 
down usually doesn’t last very long. once you start again, you’ll soon 
be smoking and drinking as much as before, and that will definitely 
affect your probation. The most important thing you said, though, is 
that you want to finish school. That is the key to future success and 
freedom. do it!

my Po and Judge are my monsters
The monster to me is my PO and my judge because they 
got the power of my freedom and they determine whether 
I'm out or in. It makes me feel upset because I'm the one 
that gave them the power.
 Like, for instance, I am hoping to get out before 
Halloween. I’d be with my family having a party because 
nowadays if you wear a costume in my neighborhood 
you’ll get gunned down. Trick or treat gettin’ one in you.
 If I was out on Halloween, we would be celebrating 
that damn there everybody is still around and not locked 
up, and it would be nice for everyone to be together.  If my 
legs was wheels, I would run 600 miles. 

-Ron
from The Beat: By recognizing that you’re the one that gave the Po and 
judge the power they have over your life, you’re admitting that you’re 
the monster in your own life that needs to be tamed. if you were able 
to run 600 miles, where would you go? Will you continue to give away 
the control you should be exercising over your own actions, or will you 
exercise the self-discipline you need to keep control of your own life, 
and hold onto your freedom?

Stressfu l ly
Stressfully laying on the most dreadful sheet

Steadily concentrating my main focus on you and my 
family

Waking up in the same room for a while now
With a window light gleaming, though unable to view out

Think about it, chea!
Neva come back!

-Max
from The Beat: We hope that last line is advice to yourself! how will you 
keep that advice and change in ways that will keep you from coming 
back?

Paying the Price
After the night of my life, this is how I paid the next 
morning. I did not eat and my food was sitting right by 
me. I did not know how to walk or get up and use the 
bathroom. My baby boo had to pick me up and take me 
to the bathroom. He told me to get in take shower, but I 
start to cry because I did not wont to get in. That my first 
time getting very drunk like that before, and this how I 
paid the next morning.

-Tashelle
from The Beat: oh, it sounds like so much fun — you can’t eat, you can’t 
walk, you can’t even get up to use the bathroom! if this is how getting 
drunk makes you, it would our first and last time doing it. how ‘bout 
you? looking forward to more of the same?
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i f  only…
I'm a 17-year-old girl, and lost in the world, with no 
mom and no big brother. I just caught a dope case and 
right back in jail. I feel so dumb and stupid. I wish that I 
should’ve listen to my family and most of all my big sister 
Olanda.
 I was selling dope for this one ninja and I though 
he cared, but if he did he wouldn’t’ve had me out there 
getting money like that.
 This will be the last time that I will be in jail. I'm for 
sure ‘cause I have learned to love my freedom and myself. 
Family, God, and freedom is the most important thing to 
me. I'm that girl that is very good and take care of my 
family, but I let a ninja sell me away.  

-Mp
from The Beat: you have to stand up for what is right and for yourself. 
The guy you were selling dope for didn’t make you do it. That’s a decision 
you made. even if he truly did care for you (and he obviously did not), 
you still have the power to say no. use it, and get yourself free.

today is  not  my Day
Today my lover came to see me and he told me I should 
be getting out tomorrow and released to DDAP. But my 
probation came five minutes after him and told me that 
I’m not getting out tomorrow unless I’m going outta home 
placement. So now am stuck in a zone.

-Bianca
from The Beat: The zone you’re stuck in is the one in your head! Whether 
you get out tomorrow or a year from tomorrow, the important question 
is what you plan to do (and not to do) once you are free. The answer to 
that question will tell us what your future holds.

unt i t led
Man I'm back in here for my third time, but just for 
violating not goin to school, feel me! But now I'm going 
to weak-ass Walden House! But ha ha ha, I’ll still be in 
the ‘hood where It's good. And yeah, it's me, Kendahl the 
short one with the lip piercing.

-Kendahl
from The Beat: When you say you’re here “just for violating not going to 
school,” it tells us that you haven’t figured out what’s truly important in 
your life.  forget what the law or your Po says about it, and think about 
yourself and what you want in life. if you want to be at the back of the 
line, don’t go to school. if you want to move to the front — to get up out 
of here and keep walking towards a better future — school is the key! 
you describe Walden house as “weak-ass” but you are here for the third 
time! sounds to us like Walden isn’t the only “weak-ass” in this picture… 
you can go right back to the ‘hood if you want, but the last laugh will 
be on you and not from you… if you don’t know that yet, you’ll have to 
learn the hard and painful way. (We took out the entire last paragraph. 
it’s not Beat appropriate!)

tempted by the ‘hood
The highest temptation in the street is the ‘hood. It’s 
hard. I cannot ignore the ‘hood. It’s like it’s calling me. 
Kicking with the homies or by myself I drink. It’s hard. I 
was in school, had a job did things to keep me occupied. 
But after that I'm on the block.

-Lucero
from The Beat: and after you’re on the block, you’re locked up! Put 
all the things that pull you back to the block on one side of a paper, 
and put your mother’s picture on the other side. every time you give 
in to the temptation to kick it on the block, you move away from your 
mother. you can’t have it both ways, so which side of the paper will you 
choose?

monster
I am a monster… I really believe that there is a beast 
inside of me. I'm 6’1”, 209 lbs., and I'm lovin’ it, ya dig.

-Butta
from The Beat: What we dig is that you were too lazy to write more 
than two sentences, ya dig! How can we know what you’re lovin’ about 
being the beast unless you explain it? are you lovin’ the cage you’ve 
allowed your keepers to put you in? isn’t that part of what it means to 
be a beast?

the monster
What it do wit da Beat? Me? Shhh! S.O.S. 
 But I'm a monsta. Every day is Halloween! I say that 
‘cause I feared by many, loved by all, ya dig. Everybody I 
hang round is monstas. I say I'm a monsta ‘cause who I 
am and the things I do. But holla at ya boy!

-Yung Cain
from The Beat: We think somebody needs to “holla” at you because 
you don’t seem to realize that those with power over your freedom (the 
power you gave them) have caged the monster. There’s a big difference 
between a lion in the jungle and a lion in the zoo. Before your keepers 
let you out of the zoo, you need to free yourself of the mentality that 
put you here, because if you don’t, you’ll just be caged again.

monster
What’s poppin’ with The Beat? Me, thuggin’, doin’ me, ya 
heard? This kinda a coo’ topic to write about, so I’ma tell 
you the truth, I’m really the monster when it come to this 
whole street thing, ya dig? I’m a monster when it comes 
to money, ‘cause I’m always on it, fightin’ to the fullest to 
get it, always gotta get it even if it’s in the worst way. 
 I’ma beast in all the shhh I do, ‘cause I’m a star, baby, 
so don’t disrespect it. Drugs and alcohol a monster too, 
‘cause it’s destroying everybody. Don’t’ really matter what 
the product is. It could be just ‘dro, but it’s always go’ 
have them side effects. 
 Last but not least, everybody in this hellhole a 
monster, just watch and observe bra bras.

-Bundy
from The Beat: okay, so you’re a monster who gets his money any way 
he can, even “the worst way.” But what has the worst way bought for 
you? a trip to this zoo where the money you’re generating (and you’re 
generating plenty) is going into the pockets of the people who’s job 
is to keep you in a cage. We don’t get it. how could someone as smart 
as you be so willing to give it all up for this? What do you want your 
future to be? What is your honest opinion about the most likely way to 
achieve it? 

try ing to  Do good in  the Streets
What up wit’ it, Beat? I’m just chillin’ here, waitin’ to see 
what happens. I’m supposed to go to the Ranch or Glen 
Mills. I’ma try to do the program, get out, and do good 
in the streets. The gang injunctions are unfair and tryin’ 
to lock us up or anything. They are encroaching in our 
Latino area, coming with this bullshhh! But I’ma try to 
avoid it and live my life.

-Lil’ Roach
from The Beat: We hope you are able to avoid all the activities that 
lead to lock-up, or worse. you’re right about the gang injunctions being 
unfair and encroaching on your freedoms, but since there’s not a lot 
you (or anyone) can do about that, keep focusing on what you can do 
something about, which is your own behavior. good luck!

the highest  temptat ion
What tempts me in the street is getting money. 

It's so sweet, t gyrates my body. 
When I get off a sack 
Get ma money back 

And double that.
It's magnificent like the cakes on ma back.

-Cinnamon
from The Beat: keep getting your money like that/and you’ll keep 
making the system fat/They love your activity/’cause they have no 
creativity/And though you can rhyme/They’ll still dish out the time!
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the highest  temptat ion
I think the streets is going to be calling me back. That 
going to be the most tempting thing for me. And smoking 
weed. But I'm going to try my best to stay away from those 
things ‘cause jail is not the place to be.

-Jasmine
from The Beat: What does it mean “to try your best?” Will you seek help 
to stay away from those temptations? if not, whether jail is the place to 
be or not, it’s where you’ll find yourself.

my Plans
What’s up Beat? This ya boi Chunky. I'm supposed to 
get out this week to go to Samoa, but they over-booked 
my ticket. I was hella mad when they told me that. I was 
looking forward to getting out last Saturday, but they said 
I can’t go because the plane was too crowded. But I ain’t 
trippin’. I’ma get out soon. 
 My brother just came in yesterday for a bench warrant. 
He gone get out soon hopefully. But when I get out for a 
home pass, I’ma bust some shhh up, and that’s on the 
homies. But when I get to Samoa, I’ma play football and 
maybe basketball. I’ma get so many girls out there fo’ 
real. 
 But yeah, I’ma go out there, finish high school and 
come back and finish college. 

-Chunky
from The Beat: We took out your shout outs (like we always have to), 
chunky. We’re sorry your trip to samoa has been postponed, but you’ll 
get there. When you do, keep your promise to finish high school. That’s 
your ticket to a better future!

the monster
The monster… I am the one an’ only monstrita! I'm the 
real monstrita! I'm a monster! Nobody can really see the 
real part of monstrita! 
 Even though girls tryna hate on m, girls just hate and 
like my style. They can’t help it! It’s all good, though. I 
like to be da monstrita one in only. It’s good though. Can’t 
nobody bring monstrita down or hold me down ‘cause I 
stay strong, and keep my head up, you feel me fools. 

-Jeanette
from The Beat: give us a break! you can boast about being the monster 
that no one can hold down if you want, but since you’re locked behind 
four walls, it sound’s a little phony, don’t you think. There are more than 
200,000 californians inside the biggest prison empire in the world, 
and most all of them thought they were the monsters that couldn’t be 
stopped. forget about those others you say are hating on you. you’re 
hating on yourself enough for all of them! Time to open your eyes and 
see where you are and where you seem determined to go. We hope you 
grow up soon, before you’re writing sad pieces about what might have 
been…

the morning af ter  the night  before
One night I was at Ocean Beach, 50 deep. We had three 
bonfires or two. It was three of my friends’ birthdays. 
I knew two of them. That night we had so much liquor 
and I remember drinking one of Bacardi Tornado brandy, 
XO, Grey Goose, and Bacardi Gold — nearly 15 shots 
altogether — and three Bud lights. I was so drunk I 
couldn’t even balance. Luckily I was on the sand or else I 
think I woulda busted my head in front of Safeway. After 
all that, I got driven home from my friend’s brother.
   On the way back, there was a white Evo next to the 
black Prelude we were in. Then they just started racing. 
The music was so loud in the car and I felt so relaxed. 
At about 2:00-3:00 o’clock after midnight, we got back 
to Chinatown. I walked home and remembered struggling 
with the keys to my door. After I got in my room, I hit the 
sack. I woke up feeling like I was gonna throw up and 
almost choked. My mom rushed in the room and I denied 
I was drunk. That was one hell of a night.

-Chinese Boy
from The Beat: We admire the way you wrote this piece, but not the 
activity you describe. yes, one hell of a night that might very well have 
ended everything if that car race had ended in a car crash. Then, you 
wouldn’t have been able to deny to your mother that you were drunk. 
and your mother would have been crying. forever. do you still think this 
kind of activity is what you call “fun”? do you think you owe yourself a 
little more respect than this? What do you owe your mother?

the monster
The monster is crazy and they call him that ‘cause he 
had did many crimes and he went to jail so many times 
and he didn’t care about anything, because he was a 
monster. 

-Alan
from The Beat: We wish you had written more about the monster, alan, 
because we think you know this monster very well. Who is the monster 
hurting? how can you get control of the monster?

i ’ma Come back
You don’t even know what’s going on. 

I didn’t call, I didn’t tell anybody to put you on. 
You’ll figure it out. but will you be there when I get out?

Don’t think you got me convinced, boo.
I know you gon keep doin’ what you do. 
Yup I’ma come back. Maybe not to you,

But I will. 
-Moni

from The Beat: We’re more interested in you not coming back here than 
whether you go back to your boo or not. focus a little bit of your talents 
on your own future, and tell us what you have in mind.

temptat ion
S’up, Beat? Damn, the highest temptation I will have is 
not smoking. I used to blow every day and when I get out, 
not blowing is going to be hella hard, especially since 
all my friends are potheads and always have it. It will be 
especially hard. 
 I think the way I will overcome it is by drinking hella 
shhh to get it out my system, so when that pee test 
comes, I’m good. Yeah, I can’t stop, but I found a solution 
that makes me happy. Ha ha. All right, Beat, that’s it for 
tonight. I’m out.

-Marv
from The Beat: all we can tell you is that we have taken people who 
have flushed their bodies with all sorts of liquids (from water to 
cranberry juice) to their Pos for their pee tests, and have had to leave 
them there in handcuffs! The system is wise to those “tricks,” so don’t 
fall for them, or the last laugh will be on you. how long have you been 
weed-free? Why not build on that foundation…

Fami ly  is  what  real ly  Counts
Man, I been going through a lot with my life. I stayed 
getting locked up for something stupid. Now I’m back in 
this shhh again. The person that can help you is your 
family. Most of the time we got phone calls in here, and 
another person wasting their time to call their females, 
and all that, but they should use that phone call to call 
you’ parents. Try to take you out of this shhh, and stop 
calling your females and homies, because they are not 
going to take you out of this shhh. Your family is the 
only thing you should have when you are locked up. You’ 
females and homies are not coming to see you.

-Ufa Uma Otou
from The Beat: you may be right that talking to your girl or your homies 
is just a waste of time, but don’t worry so much about the next guy. 
focus on what makes you strong and a better person — and that’s your 
family.
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two Days of  my l i fe
W’at up, Beat? Dis ya boy, Lil Bra, from my neighborhood. 
On October1, I smoked a zip of grapes, drunk some Henny, 
and popped two pills. It carried over on October 2 and I 
did something stupid and got caught.

-Lil’ Bra
from The Beat: if what you did on the next day was stupid, how do you 
describe what you did the day before? What’s so smart about getting 
drunk, getting stoned and popping pills? 

tha monsta
I’m a monsta wheneva I’m on tha block

And dat monsta come if you try ta take what I got
It’s money on (the street), so da boy got gwap

And if hatas wanna hate, den hatas get popped
Yo’, I’m so hot I’m on flames like fire

Me and my homies, we be ridin’ like tires
Don’t mess wit’ snitches, ‘cause ma ninjas is rydas

We ain’t da ninjas dat wear wires
We gone keep it real
Dog, we ain’t no liars

-Young Nut 
from The Beat: The monster on the block/Becomes tame when he’s 
locked/freedom is a gift from up above/Which you gave away like it was 
a glove/you and your boys may be hot as fire/But when the guard says 
“lock it up,” you have to retire/sure, you can be just as feared as Billy 
the kid/Just remember that he was shot in the back by a cowardly kid.

Doin ’  Dead t ime
Yo, what really good? It’s yo’ boy, Halo, now in Unit 7. 
Damn, I’m tired of being here. It’s just hella tiring being 
up in hea’, ya feel me? I’ve been going hella crazy, just 
sittin’ in hea’, doin’ nothin’, when I could have been gone 
a long time ago. But I’m sittin’ hea’ on some damn dead 
time, not feelin’ this shhh. I’m tryin’ to sav it out, though. 
Me and my ninja  havin’ conversations in Samoan to not 
forget where we come from, ya dig?
 But, damn, to all the ones locked up and stressin’, 
keep yo’ heads up and pray for the best, and know you 
can’t go nowhere but up. One love.

-Halo
from The Beat: We hope you are so tired of sitting here when you could 
be doing something useful, that when you get out of here you’ll keep 
your promise to do something useful! 

the President
He’s the man 

Stay with a gun in my hand
I do what I want

But when I’m in here
I do what I can

When I’m on my grind
I don’t waste time

One thang on my mind
Is just do the time

I love the crime
I ride for the block

Young Illy can’t stop
Won’t stop

-Mr. President
from The Beat: young illy should keep it real/and recognize these walls 
of steal/can’t stop, won’t stop?/That nonsense is handing your life to 
the cops/you may continue to ride for the block/But blocks don’t do 
time, so Illy will have to deal with the lock

the monster
This monster inside me craves to do wrong all the time. 
The more I try to do right, the more the monster keeps 
leading me wrong.

-Jasmine
from The Beat: The reason we tell you to write about just one topic, 
Jasmine, is that when you write about more than one, you don’t give us 
much to go on. you gave us just two sentences. next time, write about 
only one topic and write much, much more. Tell us why things are the 
way they are for you, and what you plan to do to change them.

money is  the highest  Street  temptat ion
The highest temptation in the street is money. That is 
going to get to me bad. I have a kid who needs me to be 
there for her.

-Jacory
from The Beat: your kid needs you more than she needs money from 
you. if you risk your freedom for money, you cannot be the father she 
needs. Think about it.

the highest  temptat ion  in  the Street…
What up wit’ da Beat? Dis ya boy, Young Meel. Hopefully 
dis will be da last piece I do, ‘cause I’m ‘posed to be going 
to George Jr. Monday. 
 But, yeah, the highest temptation in the streets… 
When I finally touch down, the only thing that will 
probably be callin’ is that fast money an’ just bein’ out on 
da streets. Man, the thing that was callin’ me up on the 
street was that money. I’ll holla.

-Young Meel
from The Beat: When you answered the call for that fast money, you 
ended up having to answer the call from a bunch of strangers telling 
you, “Talk is dead!” We hope you see, young meel, that there is a 
connection between falling for that fast money temptation and being 
in lock-up. now, all that fast money is going into the pockets of your 
keepers. maybe it’s time to pursue your money the slow and steady way 
so you can get to the finish line.

i  took the blame
What’s up with The Beat Within? I’m back in this shhh 
again, because I got another case, when I had a case going 
on. Same thing with my brother in Unit 4. I got caught in 
a stolen car with my aunt and my cousin. The police try 
to take my auntie for the stole car, but I took the blame 
for it.

-Lil’ Hennessy
from The Beat: if your auntie was driving you and your brother around 
in a stolen car, she’s even more irresponsible than you! What will it 
take for you to connect the dots and realize that what you do has 
consequences? or, maybe you just like being here.
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the monster
Q-vole, Beat? This be the homie, Termite, coming from 
that max unit 7. But, yeah, I think that the monster 
I’m fighting is the monster of gangbanging. I think I’m 
addicted to gangbanging because it seems like I can’t 
stop, no matter what. 
 The PO be coming in here to talk to me and tells me to 
do good and what not, and I end up messing up. Like the 
other day me and a homie chased a rival into his room. It 
seems like the judge locked me up to avoid the negative 
stuff, but I can’t stop, won’t stop.

-Termite
from The Beat: We’re really tired of reading the nonsense about “i can’t 
stop.” you can stop (many in much deeper than you have), so just admit 
that you won’t stop. can’t? That bs! only dead people can’t change. 
living people make choices. We’re not saying those choices are easy, 
because they’re not. When you wrote “it seems like i can’t stop,” we can 
buy that. But what “seems” is not the same as what “is.” When you look 
honestly into the future that you’re creating, what do you see? do you 
like the picture? if not, are you completely helpless to change it?

my Dream
That night I dreamed that I got kicked out of school 
on the outs. I saw my counselor there that was in my 
eighth grade. After that, I woke up. But I dozed back 
into a nightmare. In that nightmare, the scene was all 
blood everywhere. Something was chasing after me and 
I couldn’t run or I was in slow motion. Then the devil, or 
whatever was chasing me, hit me. I remember that same 
dream many years ago. I had it for about five years now. 

-Chinese Boy
from The Beat: This recurrent nightmare must be trying to tell you 
something, since all dreams come out of our own brains. What do you 
think you are trying to tell yourself?

my brain  be the F irst  th ing hurt in ’
After the night of my life, this is how I paid next morning: 
It’s not good. My brain be the first thing hurtin’. I felt like 
shhh. It be all bad.

-Jacory
from The Beat: you know, Jacory, we really don’t want you to write on 
all three topics because when you do, all you can give us is a sentence or 
two on each one and that doesn’t tell us much of anything. (That’s why 
we didn’t publish your two sentences about being the monster.) it takes 
time to think of all that you could write on one topic, so that’s what we 
want from you next time. one topic, but a lot more information.

Choppa
My monster is da choppa 
Bumping through the jets
Soundin’ like a helicopter

But the one thing that be calling me back is the money
I mean, I ain’t go be like most people and lie, like I’m 

catting
But if you know me on the outs, you would know I ain’t 
no broke ninja.

-Gloss
from The Beat: The problem is, as long as you keep trying to get the 
money the way you’ve been trying in the past, we can’t really get to 
know you on the outs, because you’ll just keep putting yourself on the 
ins!

biggest  temptat ion
Like 2Pac said, “Revenge is the sweetest joy, next to 
gettin’ (some.)” Revenge, payback, however you want it, it 
will be done. But revenge is what goes through my mind 
daily. I have lost a couple of loved ones and plenty more 
have gotten injured, almost killed, and I want to equal the 
pain to help ease mine. 
 Violence is the only reasonable outlet for my feelings. 
I just want to hit the ones--no innocent victims needed. 
What goes around, comes around, so it shouldn’t be 
unexpected. I don’t want to go back, but I’ve begun to 
realize that doin’ time is just somethin’ I’m gonna have to 
do. But there’s definitely that chance that I will be back, 
but it’s worth it in my eyes.

-Birdman
from The Beat: revenge is a hard one. The impulse is certainly 
understandable, but does it really ease your pain or just make it worse? 
your loyalty to someone who you love who has been hurt or killed is 
wonderful, but as gandhi said, “When it’s an eye or an eye, the whole 
world will be blind.” if everyone and you continue to seek revenge, 
when will the violence ever stop? 

Sleep,  S leep,  S leep
Sleep, I can’t get enough

The pillows are flat, the beds are tough
I can’t take this shhh--I’ve had enough

Sleep for 7-8 hours, that’s not koo’
Wake the shhh up when the lights turn on

I gotta sleep, my mind is gone
I gotta rest, I can’t move on

Sleep when it’s cold or when there’s heat
I’m gone, ‘cause it’s time to sleep

-Vt
from The Beat: maybe your body and/or your psyche need some real 
rest, but it could also be that the world out there is too confusing, 
demanding, stressful for you right now, so you sleep to escape.  When 
life thrills you again, maybe you’ll jump up as soon as you wake up, to 
greet the day, and you won’t need as much sleep. 

the highest  temptat ion  in  the Street
The streets are not tempting me to come back, 

I’m coming back by will. 
It’s some people that come in places like the Ranch 

and want to change their lives around. That’s not me, 
though. 

I’m a get out and do the same things I was doing. 
It’s things I gotta make up for. 

I been down for nine months and got seven more to go. 
I got too much love for the block to just let it go. 

I’m not go’ be in this shhh forever, though, but for right 
now, I am. I’m ‘bout to wrap this up, ‘cause The Beat ‘bout 
to leave the Ranch. To all in the halls that’s ‘bout to go to 
a placement, knock that shhh out so we can be out for 
good. Love y’all. 

-Mike
from The Beat: many of you write and say, like you do, that you don’t 
want to be in the streets forever, but as soon as you’re free, you’re going 
right back there, for now. you say you think it’s normal to be out there, 
because all the homies from your neighborhood are there, and it’s all 
you’ve ever known. But don’t you think you’d better really examine 
what the streets have done to some of your homies who aren’t on this 
earth anymore? you’re still alive. Why aren’t your life and freedom more 
precious to you than any drama in the streets? 
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worst  enemy
-Thirst

from The Beat: damn, thirst. We typed this whole piece, and we were 
so impressed we gave it a PoW… before we realized you didn’t write it! 
Even though you gave the rapper credit at the end, that doesn’t make 
it a piece for The Beat. We want your words, not some professional 
rapper’s! if this song is your favorite, then you have to write a piece 
about why that’s so. re-writing someone else’s words is still plagiarism 
(stealing someone’s words), and we don’t do plagiarism in The Beat.

Dreams
Last night I had a scary dream

It made me want to scream;
It made me want to pout and cry

It made me want to die
The dream was so scary

More like it was sad
I saw my now ex-girlfriend

With another guy
I went up and approached her

How that made me glad
She completely ditched her boyfriend

And then she told me
Things wouldn’t have worked out between them

They were better between her and me
Those words made me so happy

Hugging her tightly
Kissing her softly

Picking her up and twirling her around
But then I woke up

And realized I was locked up
Looked outside
Wanted to cry

Let loose with a sigh
-Nacho

from The Beat: sometimes, it’s real life that’s the nightmare!

to my lady
You’re always there. You make me shine. 

I feel complete and full when you are around. 
Just close your eyes and don’t make a sound.
You’re safe with me, I’ll be back to you soon 

So we can kiss and hug under the moon. 
This goes out to you, I’m sorry I’m not there to protect 

you. 
I miss you and I love you baby, You' mine for eternity.

I’ll never let you go because if I didn’t have you 
I wouldn’t make it through.

-Kohdeen
from The Beat: it sounds like you had someone very special. so why did 
you do whatever it was that let the system separate the two of you? 
When you’re together again, do you plan to change anything about how 
you live so that you can stay together?

no temptat ions
If I ever get out, I will not have temptations to go back to 
the streets or to commit crimes. The only reason people 
have temptations is if they try to stay away from how they 
are, or they were never like what they claim to be in the 
first place. If people have or feel like they’re being tempted 
to do something, they shouldn’t even be doing it in the 
first place, because if that’s what they feel, then they are 
just puppets on a string being used by the peoples that 
are tempting them. 
 No one tempts me to do shhh because I make my own 
choices an’ no one persuades me to keep doing what I do. 
I do what I do for the love that I got for the people I do it 
for. I have the choice to walk out on my bro’s whenever 
I want, but that will never happen. And those who really 
have cora, aren’t tempted, they’re real.

-Piece Of Mind
from The Beat:  if we understand what you’re trying to say, the things 
that got you in here have nothing to do with others, but only to do 
with your own desires and choices. does that mean you chose to come 
here? Will you choose to keep doing what brought you here? or, to put 
it another way, are you going to choose (again) to give your freedom 
to strangers?

Pounding mysel f !
Deep down inside there’s a beast waiting patiently

Ready and steady and prepared to be released
This monster inside of me ain’t too pretty

Swimming with the shhh in my San Jose city
As my anger rises, the beast inside me gets excited

I’m trying hard to calm it down, but it’s too strong to 
fight 

it
Now the monsta loose, smashin’ anything in sight

Pounding hitting, and kicking anything it doesn’t like
chorus:

Monstas, monstas hungry to eat
Feeding off my anger to get this energy

‘Cause once it’s loose it fit to tear up shhh
So you better get up, get out the way and do it quick

-Tiny Samoa and Chuccy
from The Beat: one word of advice to one Tiny samoan/look where 
you’ve been and think where you’re goin’/The judge cut you a break… 
it could have been worse/And yet you make threats in this tight little 
verse/if the beast that now sleeps once again is arisen/The next step for 
you will be state prison!

l i fe  is  too Short
Life is too short to wake up in the morning with regrets, 
so love the people who treat you right and forget the one’s 
who don’t. Believe that everything happens for a reason. 
If you get a chance, take it. If it changes your life, let it. 
Nobody said it would be easy. They just promised it would 
be worth it.

-Travieso
from The Beat: even though it’s very short, we really like this little bit 
of fine advice. What changes have you seen in your life? What changes 
are still to come?

Can’ t  breathe
The monster inside of me wont let me breathe 

He’s trying to take me down with him way undaneath 
The anger deep down inside is like a trigga 

Stayin’ tryin’ to control me ‘cause he’s bigga 
Always on the lookout, ready for anybody 
It’s like a shockwave all through my body 

I’m stuck with the beast and don’t know what to do 
So don’t set it off or it’s coming for you 

Like a shark roaming through deep thick waters biting 
at your organs 

Looking for ya bladda, it's hard to control when it's in 
motion 

Breaking everything causing a big commotion 
Stomping all the shhh it see through his eyes 

Heart feeling like it’s frozen like ice 
Cold blooded killa never gonna have to show you twice

-Tiny Samoa and Chuccy
from The Beat: Words are just words, unless acted upon/your life’s in 
your hands, don’t let it be gone/The threats that you make are like that 
of a child/”if i don’t get my way, i’ll really go wild!”/freedom is yours if 
you know how to keep it/But it’s easily lost if you’re not able to reap 
it!
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resist ing  mari juana
I will have to resist marijuana. Most likely it will just be 
marijuana because all my friends do it. That’s why I ain’t 
going to chill with none of them.
 The monster in my life comes out of me when I get 
mad. But it takes a lot for me to get mad. Most of the time 
when people talk crap, I ignore them. What happens when 
the monster comes out of me? I snap and it will take an 
hour or two just to calm down.

-Michael
from The Beat: We appreciate the honesty you shared with us, michael. 
next time, though, choose only one topic to write about so that you 
can give us more details, more examples, and more explanation of what 
you’re writing about.

there’s  no real  love
Baby girl, we used to have fun love making
But you done broken this chingon’s heart

You took my trust for granted
and you done tore it apart

I ain’t been nothing but faithful
To my chola right from the start

So why you gotta go and do a chingon wrong
And treat me this way

Sweet memories of me and you is fadin’ away
My love for you was strong
But now it starts to decay

You done went behind my back
And cheated on me

But the worst part about it,
You done went and had a baby

But it’s all firme you not the one to blame
It’s not your fault you couldn’t close your legs

Six years and it all went down the drain
So much for true love

When it all comes down to it 
All you jainas are the same

This little poem goes out to all my homeboys
That you think your lady ain’t out there messing around
Think twice ‘cause she could be having your homeboy’s 

kid
And to all you jainas out there

You’re all the same and you cannot tell me no different
Trust no man and love no female 

And to those who know this chingon “Travieso” I’ll be 
out soon

On this date 5-26-08 
I got a year hall time, it ain’t nothing
Well Beat I’m cutting this on short.

Alratos,,, poof I’m gone.
-Travieso

from The Beat: Trust no man might be what she’s thinking/you left her 
first without even blinking/how long should she wait, put her life on 
hold?/The answer is simple and out got be told:/if you can’t face the 
music, as you say in your rhyme/Then you’d better think twice before 
doing the crime!

let ter  to  my Peeps
Hey, what’s up? How you been? I been coo’. Just chillin’ 
in the max. Shhh ninja, my case ain’t going too good. 
Dang, they going to try to send me to CYA, and dang, 
they want me to snitch on my homies. But now I have too 
much respect for that. So DA, do your worst ‘cause I ain’t 
a snitch! I ain’t a punk.
 Peace. Stay up. Keep your heads up.

-No Punk
from The Beat: The name you’ve chosen is not appropriate for The Beat, 
so we’ve given you one. if the price for staying out of the y is snitching, 
and snitching is something you don’t do, then stick to your principles, 
but prepare for the consequences.

Disappointment
The first time I got locked up, I was at my boyfriend’s 
house. After, I got arrested I woke up the next morning 
and turned over and said my boyfriends name, but only 
my roommate was there. I had forgotten I got arrested. It 
was a disappointment.

-Ruby
from The Beat: There is something about the simplicity and heartbreak 
of this little story that really gets at the pain of being locked up with 
strangers. Thanks for sharing.

Crysta l  meth
After spending time being incarcerated, I guess you 
can say I feel better about myself cause I’m clean and 
sober. My highest temptation was smoking shhh. Most of 
the time, I overcome the temptation. It’s because of my 
boyfriend “Chino.” Chino keeps my faith strong. He’s the 
one who keeps me going everyday. If it wasn’t for Chino I 
know I would be a big drug addict. I’m thankful that I have 
a boyfriend like him. He’s my motivation.

-Juzette
from The Beat: it’s so good to hear about someone whose boyfriend is 
a motivation and not someone dragging you down. it sounds like you 
are doing well and that being locked up has helped you. good luck on 
your journey.

temptat ion  in  the Street
The highest temptation in the street would be usage of 
alcohol because I like to drink a lot and get tore off my ass 
all the time with my friend. That is no joke ma friend. So 
Beat I think it would try to get a hold of me, but I refuse to 
fall to such a thing. So that’s what I think I would be the 
highest temptation.

-Likes To Drink
from The Beat: how many times has getting drunk led you into trouble? 
We think you have a problem that you should be serious about trying to 
control. if you don’t, it will control you, and nothing good will come of 
it. (We don’t allow numbers in the Beat name you choose.)

Cocaine blues
It’s true! The mood that you’re in affects how you 
respond to the world around you. Just a few days ago I 
was in Save Mart and I was having really bad withdrawals 
from cocaine, so I decided to steal a bottle of Captain Mo 
Mo because he has never let me down as long as I can 
remember. So I got that and walked out the door. 
 Three big ass loss prevention people surrounded me 
quicker than a fly lands on shhh. I flipped out!! If you had 
a record like mine I think you would flip out too if faced 
with the possibility of catching another case in court.  
 Now obviously the best thing would have been to not 
try and steal anything at all, but I was in a bad situation. 
My conclusion is that had I not been abusing cocaine 
then I would have been able to or would have at least had 
more of a chance to, make the right decision.  
 I regret everything and all my choices that I made on 
that day, and have since asked the judge if I can go to 
a clean and sober living environment for 3 months. He 
has granted my request. Wish me luck in turning my life 
around.

-Randy Recovering Addict
from The Beat: randy, we wish you the very best of luck. you do sound 
ready to make the changes. and you’re a good writer. aside from the 
hard work you’re committed to, we urge you to read your tail off during 
the next three months.
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i  w ish
I wish I didn’t get locked up. 

I wish my sister didn’t beat me up when I was younger. 
I wish my dad would have punished my sister 

when she did something wrong. 
I wish. 

I wish I was out now 
because I’ve been in here for too long - one month and 

three days 
for something petty. 

I wish. 
If I was out I would be good and not get in trouble. 

I wish I could see my friends. 
I wish I could see the girl I'm trying to talk to. 
So Beat… can you help me, or give me advice? 

Later, talk to you later.
-Matthew

from The Beat: sure, we can give you advice. and maybe it will be 
helpful. But even if it turns out to be good advice, it’s only good if you 
take it. for starters, we suggest that you think through what you wish 
for. Wishing for that which is impossible is foolish. When you wish that 
you could change the past, that amounts to a wasted wish, wasted 
time. you can’t change the past. you can only learn from it and learn 
how to accept it. The past can teach you. often, it teaches us how not 
to do something, how not to solve our problems. That’s a very useful 
thing, to know how not to do something. But wishing to change the 
past is foolish.  so, we come to the present. it’s good to have dreams, 
good to have wishes. even far out wishes can sometimes be useful, if 
they stimulate our thoughts and imaginations, and lead us to practical 
solutions to problems. so, go ahead, dream, wish, imagine. however, 
keep in reserve a certain critical capacity. for instance, if you’re five 
feet one inches tall, it’s probably foolish to wish that you’ll become a 
center for the Warriors. The best wishes are those that have a chance 
of coming true. By applying logic and your imagination, you stand a 
much better chance of making those wishes come true. oh, we forgot 
the most important element. it has nothing to do with luck or your 
imagination. it’s the thing that makes most wishes come true, when 
they do. it’s called hard work and tenacity.  

a Sword,  a  Sword
Drawn to slaughter polished to consume,
To flash like lighting to spite false visions,

It will be laid on the necks of the wicked who are to be 
slain,

Whose day has come and time of punishment has 
reached it’s climax

Return the sword to the place were you were created, 
In the land of our ancestry,

I will judge you, I will hand you over to brutal men,
Me skilled in destruction, I will be fueled by fire,

Your blood will be shed in your land,
You will be remembered no more for I have spoken,

You will be punished and forsaken
Ninja’s will be sent for you

Your time is over 
For I am a solider of the wrath, one of the sons,

Offspring, and my young will be the same
Wickedness runs in my blood

When I come to find you I will make you wish you were 
dead,

I not only hurt you I take your soul,
Burn it and never return it, I trade it to Satan
Smile to make me feel better about myself,

You here of axe murders, but the new era is upon you
Machete soldiers are upon you, we squander all in our 

way,
For in my eyes your lifes are disproportionate

As the blood runs down your throat it excites me,
Like an ecstasy, the blood in my veins is like fire,

Yet my heart is cold and solid like ice,
I feel no fear yet since it like an animal,

(I wrote this when I was angry, raged at myself and the 
system)

-Nathaniel
from The Beat: We feel the rage in every line, almost in every word… 
But to be real, we don’t understand who you are threatening with such 
disaster and what your rage is made of. What we hope you will do — 
because it’s very clear you’ve got the skills to do it — is to write an essay, 
prose and not poetry, to explain both the rage you feel at yourself and 
the system, and what exactly you want to do with it, and what you see 
it doing to you.

how Do Your moods Change You?
I be acting hella dumb when I’m mad. I can’t think 
straight and I just want to hit somebody. I’m especially 
bad when I’m mad and driving. If somebody driving hella 
bad or some shhh, I’ll brake check ‘em or throw a water 
bottle at them. I need to be coo’ ‘cause I be doing some 
stupid ass shhh, but I really don’t care sometimes.

-Sg
from The Beat: if you don’t care, then don’t complain. if you’re serious 
about your life, about wanting to have a better life than you’ve had so 
far, we can suggest ways to help you make that happen. But start by 
being serious, by respecting the gift of your own life. When you care, 
you think before you act. When you think before you act, your behavior 
improves, quickly.

Doing i t  r ight
When I get out, I’m going to go back to school. I’m going 
to do everything right this time. My last time getting 
locked up I got a lady that I love and I never want to hurt 
her again!
 If I don’t get a least my GED, I’m going back to 
school.

-The New Me
from The Beat: We sure hope you keep the promise you make in the very 
first line of this piece. go back to school!

Crazy  night
It was the middle of October, 2004. My b-day, so me and 
my friends thought we should go to the park and drink. 
We drank so much, well, at least I did. The last thing I 
remember was that last drink of that second bottle. Well, 
the next morning I had a bad-ass hang over and someone 
was telling me that I was saying things I would never say. 
I paid the price the next morning hella bad for having fun 
the night before.

-Droppy G
from The Beat: yes, it’s so funny that we punish our body in all these 
different ways. alcohol and drugs are really just poisons that our body 
has to work hard to process, yet we pay lots of money for such things. 
The world is a strange place, my friend, a strange place.

mastermind
I love weed.

I wanna get high.
I want some drugs.

When I’m high I’m free.
Don’t give a fudge 

what you want me to be.
Change requires effort, 

but I don’t wanna change.
I have a black heart full of hate.

I love hate. 
I wish I was high right now.

Don’t listen to me I’m a druggie. 
I love d-r-u-g-s.

-Yogi Bear
from The Beat: This piece you wrote is an interesting look into your 
mind. you say all these things about what you want to do and don’t 
want to do, but then you undercut it all by saying not to listen to you 
because “you are a druggie.”  it seems like you know what you are 
saying should not be taken seriously. We suspect that under all your 
refusal to change, you are trying to think about what it would take to 
change.
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the highest  temptat ion  in  the Street
My highest temptation is going back to my block or chill 
with my homies from the ‘hood. When I or if I get out, it is 
going to be hard to try to stay out funk in the streets and 
under the pressure from my homeboys. I have to do it for 
my family and keep the street on the streets. 
 But it is what it is though, because I can’t blame my 
homie if I do something dumb to get locked up. But life 
it hard. It’s even harder when you’re black and already 
have a bad rep with the system. But till then I’ll get back 
at you Beat and to my homies, stay up I’ll see you in a few 
years.

-Lt
from The Beat: yes, it’s hard to stay away from the funk on the streets, 
but when you consider where that has led you, is it easy? you have 
to decide which is harder, staying true to the code of the streets, but 
giving up your family, or staying true to the code of your family, but 
giving up the stuff that gets you in trouble. That is not such an easy 
choice to make, so think very long and hard before you  make it.

the monster,  the monster
There’s this monster I know,

Lives in a deep dark hole, 
There’s this monster I know,

That will take your soul,
There’s this monster I know,
He will shatter your bones,

There’s this monster I know,
That is crazy an’ out of control,

There’s this monster I know,
That likes to drink and smoke pot, 

There’s this monster I know,
That will kill you an let you rot,

There’s this monster I know,
That has a hole in his heart,
There’s this monster I know,

That will tear that ass up
There’s this monster I know,
That swims with the sharks,
There’s this monster I know,

That’s never been a mark
There’s this monster I know,

This monster that I know
Is a good friend indeed,

This monster that I know
Happens to be me!

-Lil’ C
from The Beat: you sound very proud of the monster in you, so we are 
wondering if you’re also proud of giving your freedom up to a bunch of 
strangers making all your decisions for you. When will you take control 
of yourself, calm the monster to hold onto your freedom? you may be 
swimming with the sharks, but they’re all in a pool in a big aquarium 
dependent on their keepers to throw them fish. 

think ing of  my Cousin  and my man
What’s up with it Beat? Well today, I just want to say 
what’s up to my cousin Paulie. I hope you’re doing good 
in here. Just do your time and stay out of the b-s that 
goes on in here. I heard some shhh happened in the unit 
that you’re in. I’m hoping that you weren’t up in that 
mix. You have court on the 23rd and when you go to your 
group home in Gilroy, hopefully you’ll do good and get 
out soon. Me and you both know that we want to be out 
doing our thang, like always. LOL, remember you would 
always come to my pad and get me all messed up? First 
thing Auntie Rena would say is: “You better not get Malina 
drunk!” Next thing you know, she’d come home and we 
were all tore up. I’d run to the room and try to hide, but 
we’d always get caught. Cause she’d look at me and I’d 
start laughing for god knows what reason. 
 I’m also going to write about my man. First off, I told 
you guys before that I got a dude and he does not know 
I’m in here locked up. It sucks cause now we’re both 
locked up. My boy is locked up in CYA, so he’s nowhere 
near me and I hella miss him. I want him to know that 
even though I messed up and did not write him back for 
a coo minute I still do care about him and yes, I did miss 
him even when I was out doing my own thang. There was 
not a day that went by with out me thinking of you. Damn, 
baby boy if you only knew how much I miss you and how 
much I want you right here by my side. Well, I ain’t really 
trippin’ ‘cause one day we will be together again. I’m glad 
that I met you cause when I get out, I promise you I’m 
going to be a good girl. 

-M 
from The Beat: Well, it’s certainly nice to hear you write about something 
other than JusT your man. your friendship with your cousin Paulie 
sounds really good and it’s nice that you want to support him to do 
well. 

resist ing  Drugs and alcohol
I think the thing that I’m going to have to resist drugs 
and alcohol, and I’m going to resist it by not going next to 
that kind of stuff. I’m not going to chill with my homies 
when they do that kind of stuff ‘cause I’m not trying to 
end up in here again. I’m just going to say no. I’m going 
to think about in here and how it's like.

-Joseph
from The Beat: We like your determination not to go back to drugs 
and alcohol, and to say no to your friends when they’re smoking or 
drinking. But it’s much easier to make those promises when you have 
no freedom to make those choices than when you do. so we hope you 
tape this piece to your mirror in your bedroom at home so that you 
never forget.

my baby gir l
My baby girl is all I have right now. She is my babe and 
I love her the way she is. Also, ever since I met her I was 
like: ‘Damn, she hella fine.’ I thought I should try to get 
with her, but my chance went away when she left home. 
I was always thinking about her. So, all the time, I said: 
“Please God, bring her back!” And she did come, so I took 
the chance and asked her if she wanted to get with me 
and she said yes! Now, we have been together for almost 
one month and I’m so happy. She is locked up right now 
and I miss her. So, I’m going to call her when she goes 
home. My baby girl.

-Lil’ Beezy
from The Beat: Well, it sounds like your dream came true. next time, 
maybe you can tell us more about why you liked this girl so much and 
what it’s like to have a relationship in the hall.

i ’m Sorry
I’m sorry that I lied from the start,

knowing that at the end that it would break your heart.
That weekend you just wanted me to have so much fun,

Not knowing that I was a young teen and on the run.
I’m so sorry you found out the way you did,
realizing I wasn’t eighteen – but only a kid.

I’m sorry for all I did and all the pain I caused
and I’m happy that you’re better from cancer.

Just know that you touched my life like
no one ever could.

-Corina
from The Beat: Wow, this is an intense story and it’s good that you are 
reaching to apologize to this person – since he didn’t know how old you 
were, and because he got sick. next time, you should tell us the whole 
story because it is a very interesting one and probably lots of others 
could relate.
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a good night  turned bad!
I was on EMP and I talked to my mom into calling in and 
making up a lie for me to go to my boy’s football game. I 
got ready for a long night.  
 The things that where going through my head at 
the time was my plan to beat this girl’s ass, then to get 
faded and hit a party after. I got dropped off at the football 
game and met up with my crew. I fought the girl, then we 
bounced after the varsity game. Then we all hit my boy 
VJ’s party.  
 That night, I didn’t know what I was doing – except I 
do remember bringing VJ up to his room, and messing 
around with him. 
  Two hours later, I ended up walking to my best friend’s 
house. The fool was asleep, so I walked in and went into 
his room to wake him up because I was throwing up and 
I looked like death. He helped me and put me to bed.  
 The next day I got a call from my PO, she said she was 
violating me for running away, failure of EMP and curfew 
violation.  
 I ended up here and I regret it now! Though my best 
friend still talks to me now that I’m in here, and everyone 
else just moved on. I love you Arturo!

-Barbie
from The Beat: That sounds like a big night. do you regret everything 
that happened that night, or just getting caught? Being young, it seems 
like we are missing the best nights of our life if we are on emP, but 
violating will only take away more of your freedom. Plus, wait ‘til your 
older (and more mature) – that’s when the real fun starts –especially if 
you try to stay out of trouble in your teenage years. 

what  i ’m gonna Do to  Stay  out  of  Juv i
Hey what’s up? Big Meg in the house. I’m gonna tell you 
all how I’m gonna stay out of juvi.  
 When I get out, I’m going back to school to earn my 
education, I’m going to stop doing drugs, because when I 
started doing drugs they made me a person that I’m not – 
they turned me from a positive to a negative person.  
 Before I started doing drugs, I used to be able to rub 
peoples negative comments off like nothing. Drugs made 
me a very abusive person. I started getting into a lot of 
verbal and physical fights.  
 At school, I got mad at this person. I lost my cool and 
beat the shhh  out of him and that’s why I’m here.  
 Being up in here has been a major wake up call for me. 
It has made me realize just how bad I was doing on the 
outs. I hate this place, wearing clothes only God knows 
how many have worn before me, having to explain your 
every move, having to ask for every little thing. Not being 
able to wear your clothes how you want. That’s really 
cute. Not only do they tell you what to wear, they tell you 
how to wear your clothes. I hate that. I also hate it here 
because I can’t make myself look my best. I have to settle 
for what they are willing to give me for my hair. I’m tired 
of taking 5 minute showers once a day. I hate wearing the 
same pants for a week straight, that’s freaking nasty – real 
talk, because one thing about me is I’m very hygienic. I 
miss my freedom. 
  When I get out, I’m gonna do what I gotta do to stay 
out. I’m gonna complete probation and I’m gonna stop 
doin’ drugs I hate this place. I am never coming back. 
Well, Beat – that all I gotta say. Keep it real, peace out.

-Big Meg
from The Beat: meg, you’re always dropping some serious self-knowledge 
here in the pages of The Beat and i appreciate that. it seems like being 
locked up has been a real opportunity for you to change and we wish 
you the best of luck with that.

monster 
Well, I do think that we all have monsters because they 
will take place in our young lives. They take place in our 
lives by what we have done in our youth.  
 Like for example, all the good and bad things we 
volunteer to do: gangs, drugs, and all the crimes we 
commit on the sheets of the sharks, where they will 
attack – and that’s even counting the smallest of them. 
 Well, I mean that I am a monster because well, I may 
be small but I'm looking forward to no longer be attacking 
the similarities because this shark has had too many 
people bleeding and shedding tears, but that only makes 
a person like me. 

-Scared
from The Beat: The way you symbolize young people on the streets 
as monsters and animals is really powerful. it reminds me of a famous 
book by george orwell called “animal farm,” which was all about the 
communist government in russia – but he symbolized them as farm 
animals. you could write a similar book, except it would be all about 
the streets infested with sharks and monsters.  

my highest  temptat ion  is  not  the Street .
My temptation isn’t drugs or violence, it’s guys. I have a 
tendency to fall for idiots. The reason I’m here is because 
I couldn’t resist the temptation to see my man Roy. One 
call, and of course I was there. Next thing I know, him and 
his boys are beating up some guy in front of a store and 
leaving me to get in trouble. If I would have stayed home 
and not had to see him, I would be free. When I get out, I 
already decided to stop talking to all the guys. I am going 
to fight the temptation to just be in lust for the moment. I 
want to focus myself on my life, and no one else’s. I don’t 
want to come second anymore.

-Vanessa
from The Beat: Vanessa, your writing is always on point! Bad boys are 
the temptation of many women. Why is it that they are so attractive, 
but don’t do us so well in the end? good luck with battling that difficult 
temptation. 

i  had
I had a dream and you

were it.
I had a dream and you

were the monster
I had a dream and you

were the devil.
I had a dream and you
were the nightmare.

I had a dream and you
are the living nightmare.

-Cls
from The Beat: Who is this based on? hope you can stay clear of the 
monster!   

Sto len Cars
My highest temptation in the street is me being in a 
stolen cars and drinking and smoking. 
 It's hard because I have to stop and when I drink I 
act stupid because I drink too much. And cars -- I need 
transportation to go somewhere and can’t get a ride. Well 
this is the reason why I would come back to the hall. But 
I had time to think what I'm not going to do next time is 
to not do smoking at no time, because I’ll end up in the 
hall.

-Young Stolo
from The Beat: a couple of us at The Beat have no car and have to take 
buses, BarT and taxis everywhere we go, so we feel your pain. it is 
easier to catch that ride, but like you say, the price ends up being too 
high, doesn’t it? same with drinking and smoking… is it worth being 
locked up in a cage?
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in my Cel l
Sitting in a cell everyday,

I wish and try to think
of a way to break away
from all the drama and 
tears and the cursing

and fears. I sit and think
how I wish I was a 

little girl again in my
Abuelita’s arms and her
whispering in my ear:

“It’s okay, mija,” while I
fall asleep to her gently
stroking my hair. But 

reality comes back to haunt 
me in this cell for all 

the crimes I have committed,
wishing I could turn back

the hands of time 
to take back all those

stupid ass crimes, 
that put me in this cell 

where I lay, when I wish I was
home everyday.

-Lil’ Sapita
from The Beat: another beautiful poem that really brings us into your 
life inside these walls. The comparison to a more innocent time really 
highlights the difficulty of being locked up. your writing keeps getting 
better and better.

uso gone in  the w ind
What’s up Beat? I told y’all I was gonna keep y’all posted 
with my court. Well, this what they gave me.
 I went to court Friday, Oct. 12, ‘07 and was waiting 
from 10-5 o’clock for court. Well, I went in court and they 
were like, “all right, we got a deal for you.” 
 I was like, “All right.” Dey were like, if you admit to 
these charges you get this. I was all right, so dey were like 
all right. So I admit to six or seven charges. ‘Cause if I did 
not take that deal, and I take it to trial, you will lose. Then 
you are goin’ to get 15 to life.
 So I hopped on that sixteen-year deal and copped it. 
So I’ll be gone on Dec. 14, ’07. But I got to go to CYA for dat 
90-day evaluation, then come back, then get sentenced, 
then bounce to CYA and start my time. But I only do 85% 
of my time, and I got time served for dat two years I been 
in here. But by da time I get sentenced it would be two 
years and five months. But we’ll see. 
 All right, Beat. Sa love fa’ asoiifua

-Giant Samoa
from The Beat: This is a hard pill to swallow, gs, but we think you 
made the right decision to take this deal. if not, you would be risking 
your whole life. We hope that wherever you are, you will always think 
of The Beat as a place where you can unload your feelings, share your 
experiences, and maybe keep some other young man or woman from 
making the same mistakes. good luck.

Smoking weed
My highest temptation is smoking weed. When I smoke 
I tend to do stupid things, like trying to start fights or 
stealing shhh. 
 The things I would have to do to stay away from it 
would be to say no “I don’t want to smoke.” And just 
leave. If they keep bugging me, I won’t talk to them. And 
I’ll try my best to stay out when I get out. Peace. The 
End.

-Michael
from The Beat: funny you write “The end” on this piece, but it almost 
feels like the beginning, of a happier life. yeah, if you’ve got friends 
that are trying to get you to smoke when they know it’s bad for you, 
then you might have to stay away from them. They’re probably not 
trying to hurt you at all, but you’re maybe in a different place from 
them, because you’re trying to man up and take control of your life. 
good luck!

i  even wake up to  a beer
My highest temptation is drinking. I love to drink. I do it 
all the time, shhh I even wake up to a beer. My mom tells 
me I need to stop cause every time I drink I end up back 
in this shhh hole. 
 And she ain’t lyin’. I need to really kick back on 
drinking because I’m bout to be a dad and I can’t keep 
coming back. To resist this temptation I’m not going to 
do anymore beer runs. Instead I’m going to go to school 
and get my diploma. I will also try to get a job. 
 But anyways I got to cut it here 'cause it’s 'bout time 
to take it down. To all who know me stay up and stay safe. 
This homeboy is out. Alrato.

-V 
from The Beat: congratulations on becoming a father!    and yes, you 
have the greatest reason in the world to quit now, because that little 
angel is going to depend on you to be the teacher, the role model that 
children need. if you even wake up to a beer – you might find that 
joining aa will help you. Because then you’ll be surrounded by people 
like you, people who have found out that they have something powerful 
to live for, and that they have to quit drinking.  

temptat ion
After I get released I know I will be tempted to redo some 
of my old bad memories. I’m not going to lie. Yeah I miss 
some of those old times and I know I will for a while but I 
realized there’s better things out there for me.  
 I know I will be tempted to do drugs again and it will be 
hard not to use but I know I can. Mentally and physically I 
know I overcame the need to use. 
  I feel so much better clean even though I am never 
really addicted. 
 I loved the feeling of doing a line or drinking but I 
always hated the come down which is another reason I 
don’t want to use. 
 In 50 days when I will be released though, I know that 
temptation will always be around the corner, creeping up 
on me but I know that I am a stronger person now and I’ll 
never go back to that life again. 

-Rosita 
from The Beat: action speaks louder than words, but we sense a young 
lady on a mission to better her self! We’re pulling for you to get the 
needed support and to stay sober and stay productive.

my monster is  my temper
My monster is my temper. I’ll do anything to control it if 
I would and fight it.  This is my monster.

-Jesse
from The Beat: We’re picturing a snarling wolf or something, with red 
eyes, just ready to roar up at any minute. What do you picture when you 
imagine the monster of that temper?

l is ten to  Yoursel f
The monster in my life is me when I am with my boys I 
change just to be coo but know I  know that’s all bad it 
just gets you into problems with your family and your 
close ones in life. 
 So just letting you all know: Listen to yourself.

-Jonathan
from The Beat: This could be the beginning of a great piece – or even 
a book. When you do that, when you listen to yourself, what do you 
discover about what you want, need in life? What do you learn about 
your dreams and hopes?
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what  i  miss
I miss everything 

I miss my mom I miss my boyfriend
I miss my room I miss my home 

being in here makes me sick. After I leave here
I am going to the ranch for five more months 

I am going to miss all my brothers, sisters, and 
all my cousins and friends.

 Being  in here does not do me any good 
I messed up 

everybody told me to do my best and I messed up 
my mom, dad, boyfriend, ex-boyfriend’s they all told me

to do good and I did not want to listen 
but now I am in here 

why 
for not listening to people that care about me

 I regret it I really do
 so for everybody that is reading this

think about what people tell
you before you do it. 

-Tessane
from The Beat: learning the hard way is what you are doing. We hope 
you don’t lose any of your caring friends and family as you get through 
this process of waking up.

the monster
Is the monster you?

It can’t be, because let me tell you who it is?
 It’s ME

Try me once yes maybe you’ll 
escape me, but try me twice, and

I’ll tell you — you won’t be so 
lucky.

Come take my hand, and you
yourself can see. 

That through thick and thin
I can make your life misery

I’ll teach you my ways
I can make you color hair

turn gray
If you choose to play this game

I’ll show you how a beautiful girl could
lose her looks, and a straight man can

turn gay. 
Let me tell you these are all gifts

from me. 
- Moriah  

from The Beat: Why do you see yourself the monster? how can this 
change? What will you do the next time you are free?  do you have a 
plan to avoid this ugliness?

these Days
Girls these days always got shhh to say,
 knowing all they gonna do is walk away.

A black girl stuck in J-hall today, 
I see my brother at lunch every day. 

Want to say what’s up and what’s new today. 
Wishing to be out. But can’t. 

The day I’m released I hit the block. 
I see a girl who talkin  shhh. 

I told her shut up or get put in her place. 
Girls want to hate on a boss like me. 

I don’t play games. I live on the streets 
Getting my money and stalking your nocs. 

Girl it’s not my fault yo’ noc liked my rocks.
I hit Easy 8 Motel to cop a room. 

Smoke some weed and drink some hen. 
Shhh here comes the cops that 

girl gave me, up. 
- Anna

from The Beat: is this the life you long to return to? Why? all is brings 
is great misery and pain. There is a better way when you are ready for 
that!! 

the throw up
What up Beaters today’s topic is about having a good ass 
time partyin and all that good stuff you know. Also how 
you paid for all that partyin’ the next morning. 
 Damn, I’ve had hella of those nights. Wake up with a 
fat ol’ hang overs those were the god ol’ days. But there 
was this one night when me and my best friend and I 
hella homies were getting hella faded we had hella cases 
of Tecates and Budweiser and hella bottles of liquor. Well 
we started to shotgun hella beer then taking shot after 
shot.
  Stupid me just grabbed one of the bottles and chugged 
it all. I was gone it hella crept up on me. I started throwing 
up everywhere damn I was hella sick, all the homies were 
laughing. Then they started throwing up too, ‘cause   they 
were looking at me throw up. Damn the next morning I 
was still throwing up. But the only thing that made me 
better was a beer the next morning.  
 Well there are still more of those days to come till 
then I’m ghost. Your girl to all I know, stay up.

-Traviesa
from The Beat: definitely looking to abuse your body with alcohol.  We 
suggest you seek some help if this kind of drinking is what you are 
about.

a Changed Person
If I was to give a speech about who I am today compared 
to who I was before I got locked up I would have to say I 
changed for good.  
 I was rebellious, always doing the wrong thing, doing 
people dirty - especially my grandma, but now I see that 
she loves me… she’s always loved me.  
 When I got in here that’s when my thinking cap turned 
on. I had horrible dreams, images of what’s haunted me 
my whole life and then… I woke up to find I’m in this 
box.  
 I want to change and the world, my family, and a girl, 
will see it. Hopefully this Tuesday, October 16 will be my 
day to rise from the grave that I put myself in and make a 
difference in the eyes of those who  believe in me and in 
the eyes of those don’t believe in me.

-Made Over
from The Beat: We believe in you. Prove us all right.

too messed up
What up Beat, it your homeboy Nino coming from the 
hall. Well let me start out like this. After the night of my 
life, this is how I paid the next morning…well it was like 
this: I was kicking it with the homies and we were getting 
high and drunk the whole night at some park. 
  Some girls came and I was making like always…So 
I got what I wanted and I left with some homie and I was 
too messed up to know anything. I found myself in the 
hall the next morning.

-Paul
from The Beat: Waking up in the hall – we can’t think of anything 
worse. Well, actually, we take that back. at least you didn’t seriously 
hurt someone, or get seriously hurt…still, we feel for you – what a thing 
to see when you open your eyes.  do you think that when you get out, 
you’ll want to return to that life? or are there other things you’d rather 
be doing with your time.  
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my inner thoughts
The monster is not me but my inner thoughts. 
 Things change when I am with my friends. At first 
I kick back. Then my friends come starting to give me 
ideas that I wouldn’t recommend giving. Then they want 
to do things I wouldn’t recommend doing. 
 That’s when the monster comes out and gives me the 
wrong idea!

-Angel
from The Beat: so now you just taught us all something about your 
monster. he’s got no power until your friends kick in with their input. 
it’s like he needs outside forces to take control. does that mean that 
if you stayed away from those friends for a while, you’d weaken the 
monster and maybe even defeat him?

l iquor Store run
I had the night of my life and this morning I paid the next 
morning.
It was me and my homeboy, rolling up blunts. 
 After we were high as a kite, we went down to the 
liquor store to get visine for the tight red eyes. When we 
got these we got an idea of making are first beer run. 
 We went into the liquor store, went directly to the 40’s 
and he said “What are you doing, you ain’t 21.” And we 
said “Of course not, my dad said to put in on the counter. 
We grabbed like two each, and when we got to the counter 
we booked out the door and he was yelling, “I’m calling 
the cops!”  
 When we got out of the store my homeboy dropped on 
but we kept running to the spot. When we got there we 
were like, what did we do? We couldn’t believe it, and we 
started drinking all of it. After we went home I got my ass 
whooped by my mom because I forgot to get the visine, 
and I was smelling like beer too. 
 The next morning I heard that the cops were looking 
for us -- I stayed home all day paranoid. I didn’t even go to 
school for like a week. Times up Beat I’ll see you another 
day, peace.

-Julio
from The Beat: Phew, thanks for sharing this story and breaking it 
down step by step.  it’s almost like you served your own jail time, but 
you were the one having to keep yourself locked up. it’s just like when 
you set up a bunch of dominos in a row and watch them fall.  since then, 
you’ve been in more situations that ended up bringing you here… did 
they all start that way drunk with your homeboys? 

being a gangbanger aint  no Joke 
You could end up dead in a trunk or next to the crew. 
You got what you deserved. The only thing left to say is 
I told you so. It's like a gamble with your life, throwing 
up gang signs and representing colors, not knowing we 
could be cousins or relatives, not knowing just causing 
damage, popping and smashing… Well, ‘till next time.

-On the fence
from The Beat: at the Beat, we don’t hate on gangbangers – because it 
seems that underneath it all most of the young ones are good people 
who at some point in their lives got more from the gang (protection, 
family, a feeling of belonging, money) that they needed and didn’t 
think they couldn’t understand. you know what they say, hate the sin, 
love the sinner? maybe it’s hate the gang, love the gangbanger? or try 
to understand him or her, and help him understand that there are other, 
better choices out there?

af ter  my Crazy  night
Well I remember my night a little bit. I guess I was hella 
thizzen one night and I was hella faded and I was chillin 
with my boy, my lady at the time, and her homegirl. But I 
was jockin’ my lady’s homegirl. I went with her homegirl 
to her pad and we did the thang, and my lady found out. 
So, she broke up with me. So, that was an all bad night 
because no more lady and I forgot I has sex because I was 
so messed up, so I gained nothing.

-L 
from The Beat: yikes, this sounds like a bad night – especially since you 
don’t remember the thing that you desired so much. Thizz facilitates 
some bad decisions, so watch out.

Vio lat ion! 
After the night of my life this is how I paid my next 
morning. I was on EMP (Electric Monitoring program) at 
the time I decided to take off with my boys and go meet 
up with some females. I was out until way early in the 
morning. When I got home all I was thinking about was 
sleeping. I was only asleep for about three hours when I 
heard a knock on my front door. 
 I was too tired to look through the peep hole and see 
who was knocking. I opened the door and I seen my P.O 
standing there. All she said was “I’m violating you and 
taking you in put your hands behind your back.” 
 When I got to the hall all I was thinking about was 
how come my boys didn’t stop me from leaving. That’s the 
only question I kept asking myself.

-David
from The Beat: heads up – we hope next time you have friends who love 
you enough and care about your future enough to encourage you to do 
your program for real, maybe even would be willing to stay home with 
you, and keep you company on nights that you’re stressing about being 
stuck. That kind of loyalty is hard to find, but that’s the kind of loyalty 
you get from a true friend.

the greatest  temptat ion
My greatest temptation is fighting.
 It's my only real talent. It's never got me in trouble 
before , but it could end up bringing me back in here. 
When I get out I’m starting to get into martial art 
tournaments, since it would be a good way to satisfy my 
need for fighting. 
 I really want to get into UFC when I’m older because it 
looks like the only place for me anyway. I’ll get out soon, 
and till then my dreams of fighting will have to wait. When 
I do look for me. I will be number one someday.

-Jesus
from The Beat: sorry Jesus, we couldn’t print your whole name in 
here, it’s a rule. But we will certainly be looking for it if you reach your 
dream. We had to laugh when you said fighting was your only talent 
though, because this piece showed us that you have three incredible 
talents. 1. for writing your feelings down 2. for feeling passion and 
dedication. 3. for dreaming big and setting goals. so that’s four great 
talents you have, who knows how many more there are that you just 
haven’t discovered yet?
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Cold  moods
Well the Beat this is Pewe. The topic is moods to 
change.  
 Well I have had cold moods, weird ones. I think about 
nothing, feel nothing, just doing damage to any one who 
crosses my path, but, something I learn was never let 
emotions, and feelings be the thing because you just 
might end up doing life.

-Pewe
from The Beat: definitely you’re right – just think how many people got 
life because they gave way to their anger, or their need for revenge, or 
just because they got drunk and popped a pill and had a gun on them.  
But as for your moods – who do you feel you are under those unfeeling 
moods? is it rage? is it frustration? is it sadness lashing out? Where do 
you think the moods come from?

weed and Crysta l
The highest temptation on the streets for me is drugs, 
I love to smoke weed and crystal. When I’m the outs I 
smoke everyday. When I get out I’m going to take some 
drug programs to try to stop.

-Jorge
from The Beat: We hope you do stop. crystal destroys people’s souls 
from the inside out. have you really stopped to think about what you’re 
like when you’re on it? How your heart and conscious go away? What 
program do you intend on doing? choose one where you like the people 
– because it’s the people in program that help you get through it.

Caught  Stea l ing  Cars
I had the night of my life and this is how I paid the next 
morning:  On the night of my life I was out stealing cars. 
I was having lots of fun driving around San Jose with my 
friend. 
 The next day in the afternoon I was in the stolen car 
and we went cruising. I got in a hot pursuit. Then I got 
caught and I came to the Hall for my first time.

-Jorge
from The Beat: how many times have you been in the hall since then? 
has it always been for stealing cars, or is it other drama and trouble? 
and what is it about the cars? do you love cars, or driving, or is it the 
thrill of stealing? (We ask because people who work with cars make 
good money – so if you’re lucky enough to have a talent for them, you 
could have a good legiT career waiting for you!)

using my head
What will be the most tempting to me to resist will be 
smoking and fighting. The monster I know is me, and I 
have yet to beat it because I’m still here.
  I don’t fear the monster -- sometimes I can confront 
him, but it just don’t do nothing, sometimes I want to 
defeat it and sometimes I don’t. 
 I paid the next morning of the night of my life by having 
cops question me, but maybe if I had one less drink and a 
lot less more blunts then I woulda known what they were 
talking about. 
 My strategies to try to fly this problem are to try to 
get tested so when I get out I’ll have a motivation to stop 
smoking, so I won’t get locked up again. I could stop 
fighting by just using my head.

-Ricardo
from The Beat: What’s awesome about this piece is that word “strategy.” 
no one can win a battle if they got no strategy. you realized that, and 
now you’re working on one. so part one of your strategy is getting 
yourself tested. do you have other steps to your “battle plan?” and 
what are they?

the monster  is  Crack
Was up Beat it’s your homie Skyler. Tonight I’m ‘bout 
to write about the monster in the streets. The monster 
in the streets these days is drugs, especially crack. It’s 
killing more people every day. 
 Someone I was really close to just got hooked on 
crack, and I now have no respect for them. I really looked 
up to this person. 
 Well Beat I'm out of time. Much love to all in the hall. 
Stay up.

-Skyler
from The Beat: it sucks when someone you looked up to lets you down 
that way. But try to remember that your loved one isn’t a bad person, 
just a lost, miserable person in the grip of a life threatening illness.  

my Singhoy
Listen to the story of my life

Seeing violence from my young ass eyes
Having visions of demons as I lay asleep

Having memories of gripping tight on that ‘45
Say a little pray, that I’ll survive this night

Then one say a tragedy
It really opened my eyes

Why my homie had to lose his life
Only got eighteen stacks with a knife
You only live once, so you live it right

You never know if you’ll see the next night
So hong solong ong to my singhay

You taught me how to love and hate
But one day

Will meet again at heaven’s gates.
One love…

RIP Saran Ya
Rest in “Anchor wat”

My singhay
-Ace

from The Beat: We hope that we got the spellings right on this beautiful 
and tragic peace… if we didn’t, our apologies. and also, we feel the love 
flowing through this in the middle of the sadness and anger. Thank you 
for honoring your loved one in these pages.  

my greatest  temptat ion… revenge
My greatest temptations are my homeboys and family. 
First, I want to say that my homeboys want the best for 
me. If I wanted to stay away from trouble, they would 
understand. But when my homeboys get into shhh, it 
pisses me off. I want to go kill those people.
 Even when your boy is hospitalized and when he 
tells you everything is fine. I feel my heart burning up. 
How would you feel if your brother got so messed up he 
couldn’t see for two days. I would be hella pissed off. But 
anyways, Thai stay up. Wish I was out there to be there 
for you man. I love you bro. Tinh Nghion ahh em.

-Viet Tiger
from The Beat: “i feel my heart burning up.” When you put it that way, 
we feel it too! But that’s grief. it doesn’t need to be violent rage. Because 
when people act out on revenge, you know who wins? The system. you 
know who loses? The people who love you. right?

 I don’t fear the monster -- some-
times I can confront him, but it 
just don’t do nothing, sometimes 
I want to defeat it and some-
times I don’t. 
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under the  inf luence
I had the highest temptation in the street was drugs.
  I will be walking through my hood smoking a blunt. 
One time I was posted on my street, some guys try to 
hit me and we started to get down and it was so violent 
that the cops came and looked me up for being under 
the influence of Mary Jane and for violence. That’s why 
I stopped - just for my mom. And I did several years in 
J.H.

-M
from The Beat: sorry we had to cut you down to an initial, but we don’t 
print last names. Three years! That’s too much of your life to lose! now 
that you’ve decided to change, do you think drugs will still be your 
biggest temptation, or do you think it will be your homies? 

Defeat ing my monster
The monster in my life is me. It’s inside of me and I do 
fear the monster sometimes when I get out of control. 
Yeah, I am hitting the monster head on when I head 
straight on. I’m scared sometimes, but I can’t be. 
 Yes I do wanna defeat the monster. It will take all I 
got to defeat it. I know I could. I am having a battle with 
it right now and ain’t going to let it take over me. I’m 
throwing it in a closet and never let it out.

-Joseph
from The Beat: We believe you can defeat the monster in you, but you 
have to have a plan. how will you control this beast that sometimes 
scares you?

the monster is me when i’m with my Friends
Yes the monster is me when I’m with my friends I act 
different when I see someone I don’t like it’s on. 
 Also when I am angry, I decide to do something that 
I ain’t supposed to do. I also can’t confront the monster 
head on. That’s how I think I'm the monster.

-Young Monster
from The Beat: The way you put is clear – “me when i’m with my friends” 
– it’s like in a group, people sometimes bring out the worst in each other, 
even if one on one they might be able to get real and bring out the 
best in each other. do you think you might have to get away from your 
friends if you want to fight the monster? or do you have a different 
plan?

the monster  takes over
The monster in me is

My anger and sometimes
I can’t control it. So

When some things pop off
I tend to take it

To the next level because
The monster takes over. I

Never know when the monster
Is coming. Anger is the
Monster inside of me…

-C
from The Beat: We’re not sure if you meant this as a poem, but it sure 
did come out that way. congratulations on a moving and heartfelt 
piece. We hope you tame that monster!

i  b lame nobody For  my monster
What's up Beat this is your boy Lk. We all have a monster 
in us. The monster in me is myself. I blame nobody.  
Yeah I have brothers who are in gangs, and I live in a bad 
neighborhood, but I love my hood.
  The monster in me says he wants to get out but I 
won’t let him. 
 My monster has no remorse, no pity to anything he 
did.
The monster in me has lots of hate, lots of sins, and 
day-by-day he thinks a way out of it. But he can’t and he 
won’t. 
 There’s no other path but the one he leads. Well that’s 
all for today just living in the life of sin.

-Lk
from The Beat: sounds like as powerful as this monster is, there’s 
another part of you that is wise and strong, and knows how to handle 
his life. Tell us more about that side of you!

my tr ippy  Dream
Laying there on that bed, fully fed
Starting at the wall, above the hall

Flowing on that stream, on the way to a dream
Of to a wonder land, similar to never land

As your eye open, you see a token
Nothing but white, on a kite

Out pops a slot, thinking it’s a plot
Insert the token, your neck choking

The backgrounds changing, a new image appear
Pop out this valley, with no alleys

Nothing but green, which look kinda of keen
It looks so peaceful, so you don’t have to be careful

You feel so safe, so you can actually take
A stroll down the meadow, without a fellow

All the sudden, the world getting blurry
Thinking to yourself, what’s happening, fully knowing
That the valleys changing, not knowing, what’s gonna 

happen
It all comes together, into leather

A world full of skin, where to begin
People with layers of animal, where nothing minimal

Talking weird, a language that’s kind of queer
Something happens, the backgrounds changing
Everything getting dark, with nowhere to park

Standing on that vast ground, with no background
It all start to shake, cause its an earthquake

The ground splitting, with me falling
Forever going down, beneath the earth

As my eye open, I see no token
I'm back on my bed, where I was fully fed

Starting at that wall, down the hall
Thinking man, what a trippy dream

-Potter
from The Beat: Trippy isn’t the word! our heads were spinning while we 
read this surreal story. so tell us this, you know how some people think 
dreams are symbols of what’s really happening in our hearts? if you had 
to interpret this, what would say it means? i  Choose to  Change my l i fe

What is going to be my temptation when I get out?
  I think it's going to be the money and the drugs, ‘cause 
when I was on the outs, I use to sell dope and make a lot 
of money.  I liked the money a lot. I always had whatever 
I wanted and love to splurge wit’ my homies.
 Never gets greedy, ‘cause you won’t last in the dope 
game for nothing. I never had that problem, and never got 
caught but I had warrants pending as a minor, and now 
I'm serving my time. 
 But I choose to change my life when I get out, before 
I do get caught ‘cause it wouldn’t be worth it.

-Changed man
from The Beat: it sounds like you’ve made a decision about what you 
want? now all you have to do is come up with a plan – a serious plan for 
what you can use to battle that temptation for easy money which will 
always be there. What other fun things are you looking forward to that 
won’t get you in trouble?
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S a n t a  C l a r a  C o u n t Y

they Can never have our Spir i t
Roses are red
Violet are blue

The police colors are too, chasing you
Calling out, for you to chill out

Running from the fuzz
Trying to get a buzz

No use in running, when the cops gunning
Finally get caught, after we fought

Puts us in jail with no chance to bail
Standing there behind those bars

Looking at the cold stone wall
Thinking, they may trap our body
But they can never have our spirit

One day we’ll be free away from here
Who controls our body, with one final phrase

I shall prevail from this hell, and conquer this jail.
-Potter

from The Beat: roses are red/Violets are blue/The Beat is lucky/To have 
a poet like you! and remember the promise you made here: PreVail!

a message
What’s up Beat? Someone I know sent this to me 
recently. This was written by a comedian George Carlin, 
whose wife just died.
 “A message by George Carlin: The paradox of our 
time in history is that we have taller buildings but 
shorter tempers, wider free ways, but narrow view points. 
We spend more, but have less, we buy more, but enjoy 
less. We have bigger houses and smaller families, more 
conveniences, but less time. We have more degrees but 
less sense, more knowledge, but less judgment, more 
experts, yet more problems, more medicine, but less 
wellness.
 We drink to much, smoke to much, spend to recklessly, 
laugh to little, drive to fast, get too angry, stay up to late, 
get up to tired, read too little, watch TV too much, and 
pray seldom.
 We have multiplied our possessions, but reduced our 
values. We talk to much, love too seldom, and hate to 
often.
 We’ve learned how to make a living, but not a life. 
We’ve added years to life not life to years. We’ve been 
all the way to the moon and back, but we have trouble 
crossing the street to meet our neighbor. We conquered 
outer space but not inner space. We’ve done larger things 
but not better things.
 We’ve cleaned up the air, but polluted the soul. We’ve 
conquered the atom, but not our prejudice. We write 
more but learn less. We plan more but accomplish less. 
We’ve learned to rush, but not to wait. We build more 
computers, to hold more information, to produce more 
copies than ever, but we communicate less and less.
 These are times of fast foods and slow digestion, 
big men and small character, steep profits and shallow 
relationships. These are the days of two incomes, but 
more divorce, fancier houses, but broken homes. These 
are the days of quick trips, disposable diapers, throw 
away morality, one night stands, over weight bodies, and 
pills that do everything from cheer, to quite, to kill. It is 
a time when there is much in the show room window and 
nothing in the stockroom. A time when technology can 
bring this letter to you, and a time when you can choose 
either to share this insight, or to just hit delete…
 Remember, say a kind word to someone who looks up 
to you in awe, because that little person soon will grow 
up and leave your side.
 Remember to give a warm hug to the one next to you 
because that is the only treasure you can give with your 
heart and it doesn’t cost a cent.
 Remember, to say, “I love you” to your partner and 
your loved ones, but most of all mean it. A kiss and an 
embrace will mend hurt when it comes from deep inside 
you.
 Remember, to hold hands and cherish the moment 
for someday that person will not be there again.
 Give time to love, give time to speak! And give time to 
share the precious thoughts in your mind.
 And always remember life is not measured by the 
number of breaths we take, but the moments that take 
our breath away.”
 Sorry Beat, I know that was long; but it really made 
me think. How often do we notice the little things in life? 
Or just slow down? How often do we take the time to tell 
someone we really care? Not nearly enough.

-Monk
from The Beat: Thanks for sharing! 

Si t t ing  in  my Cel l
Sitting here in my cell, not feeling so well

Thinking about this well, that I’ve known so well
Nothing to do in this cell, that I can tell

Sitting here in my cell, not feeling so well
Sitting here in my cell, not feeling so well
Waiting for mail, as time move as a nail

Looking out this jail, hoping for bail
Sitting here in my cell, not feeding so well
Sitting here in my cell, not feeding so well

As my body jell, I begin to wait
Dreaming of that dell, wishing it would hail
Sitting here in my cell, not feeling so well

Hope to be free, so I can finally be
Away from this cell, known as a jail

But I know full well, for I can tell
I'm sitting here in my cell, not feeling so well.

-Potter
 from The Beat: if you’ve ever seen a picture of what dna looks like, 
wrapping around itself in spirals, then that’s what we thought of 
when we wrote this. all those repetitions twirling around each other 
felt just like a dna molecule. again, it’s amazing to watch you always 
experiment with new forms!

i f  i  had a l i t t le  less to  Drink
I paid the next morning after the night that I drank too 
much and lost my temper, by waking up with a big head 
ache, scars on my face from a cop and I was in a cell. If I 
had a little bit less to drink I might not have got mad, and 
I probably wouldn’t be locked up right now.

-Jonathan
from The Beat: for a lot of people, alcohol is like a devil that destroys 
their lives– a straight up disease, as bad as cancer or aids. for others, 
it’s just fun to drink, and they know when to stop.  do you have people 
in your family who are alchoholics, who drink too much? or, worse, 
who hurt each other when they drink? We ask these questions because 
it breaks our hearts to picture you, bruised and confused, in a cell, all 
because you were drunk. 

We drink to much, smoke to much, spend 
to recklessly, laugh to little, drive to 
fast, get too angry, stay up to late, get 
up to tired, read too little, watch TV too 
much, and pray seldom.
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m a r i n

mad to  my last  bone
You get me so mad, like a raging fire

Because you’re such a liar
You talk shhh about me

When you don’t even know me
You say I’m going to cheat on my man

When I’m his only #1 fan
So leave me alone

Because you’re getting me mad 
To my last bone

-Lil’ Mama
from The Beat: sounds like someone is trying to mess with your 
relationship with your man. maybe she’s jealous. have you been talking 
to her about him? if so, maybe you’d better keep your feelings about 
him to yourself. This person is getting in your face about your personal 
business, but maybe it’s partly on you. 

my F ight  in  the (neighborhood)
I was in the streets—me and my homies, and next thing 
I see a (rival) comin’ out to me. He start muggin’ me and 
next thing happened—he hit me in the face and I start 
taking off on him, and I wiped him so bad he couldn’t get 
up. But then, at the same time, I feel angry, ‘cause first 
I didn’t wanna fight him, and, second, I didn’t want to 
get him beat up, but that what happen when I get pissed 
off. No matter who you are or where you from—if you get 
pissed off, you are in big trouble. 

-Jimmy
from The Beat: you’re right, there are way better ways to handle being 
angry other than starting a physical fight. What else can you do? What 
better solution can you think of now? 

that  Paper Chase
I might be a young b

But I know what I’ve seen
People fiend for that weed

Yadilamean what I say
‘Cause we’re from the Bay
I’ve seen people get licked

For that paper chase
But that’s only going to end up

In a court case
You know that’s a fact

Now you wish you can go back
And not buy that sack

-Lil’ Mama
from The Beat: Weed can mess with your head and your freedom, as 
you’ve already learned. how are you doing in juvy without it? When you 
get home again, can you, will you, leave weed alone? 

why Did  You mess w ith  me?
You said you loved me

So why did you make a fool of me?
You think breaking my heart was cool

But all that makes you is a straight-up fool
You still wanna be friends

But that’s only going to have more drama at the end
You say you wanna be single

But the truth is, you just wanna mingle
Why did you mess with me

When you were going to leave me?
-Lil’ Mama

from The Beat: did your going to juvy, and being away from him for so 
long, influence his feelings about you? That happens a lot to youth who 
become incarcerated, and it hurts even more, because, being locked up, 
there’s not much you can do to rescue your relationship. When you’re 
free again, can you see him and find out what’s up with you both? That 
may help.

my Disappointment
I never thought that I would feel so disappointed in my 
life. There was a point in my life when I was happy, but 
it didn’t last too long. That happiness happened when I 
got out. I was so happy that I had finally gotten out after 
thirty days, and I was happy that I was finally going to see 
my girl. 
 I hadn’t talked to her the whole time that I was in 
here, so I couldn’t wait to see her. When I went to go see 
my girl, I ran into one of my boys first, and he was telling 
me that my girl had cheated on me with my best friend. 
I got so angry that I went to see my ex-girl right before I 
went to see my girl. I made out with my ex and told her I 
was going to call her later. 
 Then I saw my girl and I had asked her, “I heard you 
cheated on me,” and she asked how I knew. I said, “It 
doesn’t matter. The only thing that matters, is it true?” 
She told me how, since I was in the halls for thirty days, 
and I hadn’t called her, she started to forget about me, 
because my best friend kept telling her that before I got 
locked up, I would always go to her house and cheat 
on her. It wasn’t true, but my ex-best friend (now) had 
succeeded in what he was trying to do with my girl, and 
he used my ex-girlfriend to say I always called her and 
that made my girlfriend, Daphne, hella jealous, and that’s 
what made her do what she did. I believed her, because 
she told me about stuff that only my ex-best friend knew. 
I never knew there were so many people that you couldn’t 
trust. It just got me so mad and I also found out that my 
ex-best friend had been planning this a while, so when I 
get out I’m gonna see him and scrape on him.  
 Me and my girl are cool now, because I told her why 
I couldn’t call her. I couldn’t call her because I thought 
that her mom or brother would pick up and they would 
hang up because they don’t like me. I’m back in here, 
though, and we got to resolve our problems the next 
three days that I was out. I call her every day, now, and 
she tells me she loves me and I love her back. She is 
disappointed that I’m back in here and she says she can’t 
wait to see me. I trust her now, but all I have to say is 
that I’m disappointed that the person I thought I could 
trust, I never really could. Disappointment, it’s a horrible 
feeling.

-Sneaky
from The Beat: now that you look back on your friendship with this 
guy, can you see clues that he was deceiving you about truly being your 
friend? it must really hurt to know he betrayed you. What do you think 
were his motives? getting at your lady? if so, he must have zero self-
confidence, because he went after her using you. no wonder you won 
her back, but messing up and spending time in juvy may be another 
reason you almost lost her, so maybe you should stay cool next time 
you’re out!

almost  got  in to  a F ight
What’s good? This your boy, Jimmy. I’m in here because 
some dumb ass shhh. I got locked up, ’cause I’m in a 
gang-related case. I was gonna get into a fight with some 
rivals, but the police officer came and broke up the fight 
and called my PO and I got arrested at the same time. I 
feel like I was gonna hit someone, but the things were 
got worse, but, anyways, I’m here now and it’s nothing I 
can do.

-Jimmy
from The Beat: so what have you learned from all this? can you stay 
in your gang but not get into f=hts?  leave your gang? do you want 
to? When you’re angry or mess is about to come down, how can you 
handle it besides physically fighting? you’d better come up with some 
answers for yourself now, so when you get out and may be confronted 
with a similar situation, you’ll already know what you can and will do 
about it. 
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m a r i n

nappy boy
Stuck in here like I’m some kind of slave. 

My life is all twisted. 
Boys cause so much pain. 

Tear after tear. 
My life is such a mess. 
Hate following rules. 
Hate going to school

Tired of screaming and all my haters. 
Don’t argue with me, ‘cause you ain’t gonna win. 

Oh…you ain’t heard, they call me Queen Bee. 
Your worst enemy. 

I really don’t like drama, and I hate to fight.
 But I know how to defend myself, so watch out. 

Trying to continue with life, day by day, stuck in here, ‘caused 
my life so much pain. 

-Queen Bee
from The Beat: Part of growing up is learning to rely on your own 
rules, but you have to make sure those rules you devise will keep you 
free, healthy, and to get yourself the education you need. We know 
you’re hurting, but how can you learn to handle others with their mess, 
especially boys who are hurting you, without screaming, arguing, and, 
especially, physical fighting? Part of that is on you, because it takes at 
least two to fight. Please don’t become your own worst enemy.

keep messin ’  up
“You’re stupid,” my friends told me. I had eight days ‘til probation 
was over. Decided to be stupid and run away. Got caught up on 
October 15th. Haven’t been home for a week. Missin’ my home 
and my sweets. Mama was getting on ma nerves, so I decided 
to leave. School was stressin’, but I couldn’t cheat. I’m tired of 
messin’ up.

-Queen Bee
from The Beat: you may be almost old enough to live on your own, 
so until then, can you just accommodate probation, stay home and in 
school, and be good to your mother, until you’re truly ready to go out 
and live by yourself? it’s a big step and a big deal. We hear you.  

i  thought  You were the guy
You said you’d always be there for me

I believe you, because I thought you were the guy 
I wanted you to be

I wish you could love me
The way I love you
I gave you all I had

What else do you expect me to do?
I knew you were the one
So I made you my man

To stay with you for one more day
I’ll do all that I can

When I don’t see you
My days go by slow and I feel so lonely

For you are my love
The one and only

-Alexis
from The Beat: There’s no pain like that caused by a boy or girlfriend, 
especially when you’re so young and that person is also your good 
friend. it’s hard to learn that people, including young men, are the 
people they are, instead of, like this guy, who you want them to be, but 
that’s always true and maybe it’s good that you’ve learned that lesson 
now. 

temptat ion
My highest temptation is roaming the streets, got’ta 
change my ways.
  I can’t keep packing the heats, life done changed 
since I was last on the block. Got’ta watch because them 
brotha’s wan’na see me drop. I got’ta stay above water, 
and keep my head straight, put the gang shit behind and 
learn not to hate. Man it’s gon’na be hard, and yeah I’m 
gon’na struggle. It feels like I’m trying to climb out of 
some messed up rubble. It might be hard, but yeah I’m 
gon’na try to start living right and stop living a lie.

- Curuptone
from The Beat: you have recognized the hardest part of your temptation, 
now all you can do is your best. at any time you feel that the temptation 
is stronger then you can handle ask for help; don’t try doing it on your 
own. get the help you need so it’s not such a burden on yourself. all you 
have to do is ask, there is nothing wrong with asking for help.

tweety ’s  up Front  and Center
 Hey Beat let me rap to all the ones locked up, in there 
rooms, crying, whining, don’t take it the wrong way I 
know how it feels. But I just want to say hey, don’t’ you 
want to change?  
 Aren’t you tired of coming back over and over again, 
going out there, and going back to the same thing? 
Aren’t you? You can’t say that you like it there, all day 
everyday.  
 Nobody does, the ones who are my age, 17, get out of 
the system already! You don’t have long before you go to 
the big house, that mean concrete jungle!! The monkey 
hole! Do you want to stay in there drive yourself insane, 
and stand in a bucket of water with cords cut in half, stuck 
them in water and kill yourself over dumb decisions and 
bad choices you made.  
 Nope, don’t think so, no, if you want to no ones 
stopping you, don’t be crying if your facing 25 to life 
for thinking “It’s down” “Badass homies” “Simon …” 
hehehehe, soon you’ll hit rock bottom and realize it’s time 
to grow up, move on, get up, get out, and something!  
 Don’t’ think wrong all the time it will bring you down, 
go get that job at the fancy office, drive that Escalade, and 
have that nice apartment! You can do it.  
 Don’t’ go to prison, go to church, words of Jesus, He 
will save you, hold you, and bring you up. 
 Keep your head up-my people. “Do it right.”

- Tweety
from The Beat: good advice Tweety, but the question is. are you or 
better yet have you made the change to better your life? if you have let 
us at the Beat know what you have done to make the change.

Drug l i fe
 Drugs are the highest temptation for me. I think that 
my monster is crystal meth, because every time I do it it 
makes me too high and it drives me crazy, feeling like I 
wanna hurt some one and it makes me feel bad.  
 I think my other monster is alcohol because every 
time that I drink I get all crazy and it makes me feel angry 
in side…

- Jose
from The Beat: Jose one of the worse drugs you could do is crystal 
meth, get the help you need before it’s too late. don’t wait for it to take 
control of you, take this very serious and get the help you need.

n e w  m e x i C o

i  only  wanna Shape up
Surrounded by these walls

In Marin County Juvenile Hall
Wearing this orange and blue

Damn, I feel like a fool
Why do I mess up

When I only wanna shape up?
-Lil’ Mama

from The Beat: okay, you got in trouble and disappointed yourself, so, 
when you think about it, why do you mess up? But since you seem to 
be fed up with yourself, maybe it will mean, when you’re free again, 
you’ll stay cool!  
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n e w  m e x i C o

the Streets
 I walk around with my rag, and my clothes they always 
sag, always with a bag. All these things are my temptations 
that is true always hatin’ on the other crew, but what can 
I do when I’m always around you.

- Masin
from The Beat: and in the end these temptation will be a thing of the 
past, ‘cause you will be living in the system minus it all!! 

the Druggie  monster
 My monster is the drugs in my life. When you come to 
jail you say you are going to change, but when you get 
out and somebody hands you a pipe it is hard to resist it 
because the pipe is right in front of you.

- Shorty
from The Beat:  all it takes is one simple word “no”. maybe you should 
consider just who your true friends are. you don’t need a pipe or any 
other drug to have a good time, enjoy a clean life before it quickly 
comes to an end with drugs.

a nightmare of  a  Dream
Dead bodies, dead bodies all over the street,

Fifty-five, sixty-five  bodies at least.
I chill and hang with the bodies ‘till dawn;

I’m always finding bodies when I’m mowing the lawn.
Drag them in the house throw ‘em in the oven
Wicked clown lovin’ the dead body grubbin’,
Taste like chicken finger lickin’, deep fired,

I ate a dead body last week, but don’t’ tell, I lied.
But before you start yelling and cursing my name

Remember there’s something wrong with my brain, 
insane,

You think I’m sick but look at your self 
you got dead deer heads up on your shelf,

On your key chain is a little baby rabbit’s hand,
And I’m just a dead body man.

-Masin
from The Beat: What a creative piece of writing.  how did this nightmare 
come about? We suppose it was halloween. 

that  n ight  and the Day af ter
We’ll there was a night when I drank a whole 5th to my 
self, and I was enjoying the night. Trust me I was, but 
the next morning I was puking my brains out. The whole 
day! And it was the day my family went out to eat, to the 
movies, and to the amusement park, and all that good 
stuff, so while I was sick ALL DAY LONG, my family was 
out having fun, so yeah, I regret getting drunk, but yet I 
still do, and don’t know why.

 - Juggalotus
from The Beat: it’s often a wonder why people drink to get drunk and 
then sick, and then continue to do it. some do it to get rid of physical 
pain; some do it to hide from their problems and some do it because of 
peer pressure. Before you continue drinking take a step back and find 
out why you are drinking, with every drink you take remember your 
liver takes the brunt of the alcohol poison.

Closed or  open
Closed or open

I don’t care
Two years I will spare

It makes me crazy
It makes me cry
Two more years

And I will say good bye.
-Masin

from The Beat: goodbye to what? goodbye to the old you and the start 
of a new beginning, we hope.

tempted to  hust le 
I got to hustle to eat; I gotta hustle to make ends meet
Hustlin’ is a addiction because it somethin’ I gotta do
Hustlin’ is like a world wide sport because everybody 

chasin’ money
I’m tempted to hustle because the streets are my homey

I’m tempted to hustle because it seems so easy
Hustlin’ brings money, clothes, cars, and sometimes 

breezy’s (girls)
Hustlin’ brings plenty happiness but come with a lot of 

consequences if you get caught
That’s why I’m tempted to hustle because of the rush of 

avoiding the law
To me hustlin’ is the best thing besides school

I’m tempted to hustle because I think hustlin’s cool.
- Reggie

from The Beat: The one thing you did get right was school being number 
one. hustling may get you money, cloths, cars and as you call breezy’s, 
but with every crime you will get caught it’s only a matter of time that 
it happens. The question to you, is it worth the risk? let us at the Beat 
know what you’ll be loosing if you get caught for doing your hustling.

my l i fe
When I think about the past

Good memories never last
Always getting in trouble

Life falling apart like a crumble
Many people full of fear

When I’m near, eyes fill with tears
Hands bond with chains

Criminal just in the brain
Bright lights get lost in hoods

Come from families with no goods
- Lost one

from The Beat: lost one, at times it may seem like all your good 
memories never last, but know with time you will forget all the bad 
times and remember the good ones. make a change in your life and 
you’ll no longer feel as if your “life is falling apart like a crumble.”

hust l ing  temptat ions
 My temptation of being on the streets is selling drugs. 
Honestly that’s the only way I have ever really made a lot 
of money. I never looked at it from an angle that I hurt my 
family. I’m locked up right now and am nervous of getting 
caught up, so when and if released it is going to be hard 
to stop.

- Mario
from The Beat: life is not easy, if it was every one would have every 
thing they’ve ever wanted in life. some times we have to work hard 
for what we have, the honest way and not by hustling. if you put your 
mind to it you can do anything in life, but you will have to work hard at 
it and at times it may seem impossible. But if you put a hundred percent 
into your work any thing is possible. 

returning to  the Streets
My highest temptation to going back to the streets and 
going out there and start slanging to make me money. 
My other temptation is getting out, and going back to the 
drugs, and getting lost losing my family and friends and 
getting locked up. I hope my temptations don’t come back 
so when I get out I’m going to try to fight my temptation. 
We’ll that’s all I have to say, so weno late.

- CrazyOne
from The Beat: an easy way to stop “slanging” is by simply getting 
an honest job. as for the drugs, you have to ask yourself what is 
more important the drugs or your family? do your best to fight that 
temptation, and if you need help don’t be ashamed to ask for help.
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S a n t a  C r u z

i  w ish
In the room where I am now it’s cold, like a cave.

Not even enough blankets to keep me warm.
I wish I was back in my city, strolling again.

Or in my house, drinking coffee with my family.
When the weather is bad, or there’s lots of fog,

I like to be in front of the TV, just laughing,
or staring out one of the windows of our house.

-Buddha
from The Beat: We hear you. and we know you’ll get another chance to 
do just that. We’re hoping you want to do it so much that you’ll change 
your behavior when you get out. That’s our wish.

Something i ’ve  wanted,  but  never got
Something I’ve wanted since I was a little boy is a dad 
with me, to control me. That’s all I needed. My mom had 
to raise us all by herself and now me and my brothers are 
living a hard life. It’s not that she didn’t do a good job. 
She did her best, and I love my mom. But I wish my dad 
was there with us. I think that really messed us up, a lot. 
I want to be a good dad when I have a family so my kids 
won’t end up the same way I did.

-Lil’ Steve
from The Beat: dads are important, that’s for sure. sometimes young 
men father children before they have any idea what it means to be a 
good dad. and then they get scared, and instead of doing the hard 
work, they run. and everyone suffers. it isn’t that these dads don’t 
want to be good to their families. for the most part, they don’t know 
how. you talk about wanting to be a good dad. you can start by being 
responsible with any partner you might have. don’t make a baby until 
you are both willing and ready. 

who i  am
My name is Juan Carlos. I have one daughter and one 
girlfriend. I live in a place that you can’t know. I’m 17, 
about to be 18. I live with my parents and I’m a nice boy. I 
don’t know why I’m in here. I love to have girlfriends and 
kick it with them so they can get to meet my girlfriend 
and help take care of my daughter. When I get out I want 
to be with my daughter and my girlfriend. That’s all, about 
me. I don’t like to talk about my stuff and my life. Alrato.

-Juan Carlos
from The Beat: do you really not know why you’re in the hall? We’re not 
sure what you mean. you must know what you’re charged with. We’re 
guessing you mean that you didn’t do what you’ve been charged with. 
We like it that you’re trying to develop a network of friends to help 
make life better for your girlfriend and your daughter. When it comes to 
talking about your life, we understand your reluctance to share details 
with strangers, but we do recommend that you talk about what’s going 
on with trusted friends and with trustworthy adults. We humans tend 
to feel better when we share what’s on our minds, especially with people 
who won’t judge us.

i ’ve  been reading
What’s up Beat? I’m just kicking back and thinking 
about my court date next week. I can’t wait. I want to 
get out of here already. It’s boring in the hall. You do the 
same things everyday. All I do is think, read, and whatever 
I have to do to stay out of trouble. Hopefully, I’ll leave 
soon.  
 I’ve been reading good books, like, A Place To Stand; 
5 Years To Life; Gang Stories; and Malcolm X. Those are 
all really good books. I suggest you read them.

-Robert
from The Beat: We bet you weren’t bored while you were reading those 
good books. That should give you a clue about what to do if ever you 
find yourself bored on the outs. Better a good book to be spending time 
with than so called friends who urge you in the wrong direction. and by 
the way – you’ll eventually find great friends if you hang around good 
books long enough. People who read a lot are often very interesting 
folks with whom to hang out.

magic
What’s up Beat! Thanks for publishing my last piece. It’s 
my honor to write for The Beat. It’s like magic. I put my 
mind to it and the pencil does the rest. I’ve been thinking 
of writing a poem. I will for next time. Just ask me some 
more questions, otherwise, I might not know what to 
write about. Just to let you know, I’m one of your fans. I 
look forward to reading your Beats. Well, until next time 
pencil meets paper.

-Jose
from The Beat: you are welcome Jose. We exist primarily so we can 
publish what you and your juvy mates have to say. all we ask is 
that you write from the heart. We don’t care if you’re a great writer, 
or truly uncomfortable with a pencil and paper. We want to help you 
communicate with the public. We want the folks on the outs to know 
what it’s like to be a young person dealing with tough issues. We know 
that the road to juvy is usually a long road, paved with issues that a lot 
of kids never have to face. you write something ‘real’ for us, and we’ll 
get it into print. This is a partnership between The Beat Within and you 
guys. and we want to acknowledge that many people help make The 
Beat possible, including the staff and administration at the juvenile 
halls we show up at, week after week.

Something i  never got
Something that I never got from my parents was to move 
schools. I wanted to change schools because I had more 
friends in another school. And I had lots of problems in 
the school I was in. I wanted to play soccer at the school 
my friends were going to – for my last year in school. So 
now I find myself going to independent studies and not 
seeing my friends as much. I really wish that my parents 
had left me in the other place.

-U
from The Beat: have you looked for an independent soccer league? 
maybe if you do really well at your independent studies, you can get 
back to the school you prefer. We don’t know what’s possible. We wonder 
why your folks changed your school. is it possible they had very good 
reasons for doing so, and really had your best interests at heart?

words For  Dennis
Hey, what’s up? This is dedicated to Dennis, one of The 
Beat Within staff. He is a very cool vato (guy). I would like 
to say thanks for coming up to me that very first time 
that I came to the hall. He believed in me. He believed 
that I could write a poem. He encouraged me to write with 
respect. I will let you go. Keep your head up and your 
shoulders straight. Alrato.

- Buddha
from The Beat: We are sure that dennis appreciates your generous 
thoughts. and we hope you continue to write with respect, and to write 
often. We still remember that great short poem you wrote.

my rout ine
If I could get out soon, I would have a routine for every 
day. These are some of the things I’d do. I would go to 
school and do my work. I would go home after school, do 
homework and listen to music at the same time. I have a 
weight bench at my house, so I would work out, too. And I 
would help my mom around the house. I’d clean my room 
and the bathroom. And I’d help her make dinner. I’d do 
other stuff, but I don’t know what, yet. But these are the 
things I would do if I got out.

-Robert
from The Beat: robert, we wish we could turn the key for you right now. 
you’ll probably get a chance to do those things. That’s a healthy routine 
you’ve worked out. keep thinking good thoughts. your thoughts and 
ideas lead you. The beginning of all good action is a thought, or an 
idea.
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S a n t a  C r u z

Same thing,  over and over
What’s up Beat? I’m chillin’ in the hall, doing the same 
things over and over. I can’t wait to go to a group home 
and get my six months done. I want some of those group 
home passes so I can see my hyna and my daughter.

-Juan
from The Beat: Well, you know what you want. are you pretty sure 
how to get what you want? Play by the rules. That’s our advice. your 
daughter needs you, and playing by the rules is the only way you’ll get 
to be the father she needs and deserves.

Sad heart
My heart is blue because I’m missing you.
Everyday I think about you and I imagine
how great every hour, every minute, and 
every second would be if I was with you.

Every night when I lay in my bed
I dream that you’re beside me

holding me close to you.
Since you came into my life, 
nothing has been the same.

I’ve experienced love to its fullest,
and I’ve tasted a beauty that never ends,

because you’re where my happiness begins.
I’m incomplete without you

and I’ll never stop loving you.
You are the world to me,

in brilliant colors.
You’re my best friend,

a favorite song that will never end
and together is where we should be

someday.
-Casper

from The Beat: We discourage you all from writing love letters for 
The Beat. We think you should be sending love letters directly to your 
sweeties. But once again, we make an exception. This is so heartfelt 
and well written that we’ll run with it.

Cof fee
I get up from my chair to get my mom a cup of coffee.
She asks me to check the chimney, because she’s very 
cold.
I turn on the light and find an insect on the tile floor,
so I pick it up and put it outside, and then continue my 
journey 
to the kitchen. I return with coffee for my mom because 
she 
doesn’t want to get up from the comfort of her mattress.

-J
from The Beat: you sound like a good son. and we like it that you 
picked up the insect and placed it outdoors. how did a gentle young 
man like you end up in the hall?

the highest  temptat ion  in  the Street
The highest temptation on the street is staying clean and 
going to school. Staying clean is very hard to do because 
if I don’t have the bud, I know that somebody else will 
come through, if you know what I mean.

-B
from The Beat: We think we know what you mean, but then, we’re only 
guessing. it sounds to us as if you’re better off not being on the streets 
at all. if the streets are too tempting, there are other places young men 
can spend their time. if the choice came down to spending time in the 
library, or on the athletic field, or bagging groceries in a supermarket, 
rather than in juvenile hall, wouldn’t any of those alternatives be worth 
it?

a Dream
In the most interesting dream I remember, I was a 
professional football player, and I was the best. I had the 
most touchdowns, and I had the most yards. I had the 
craziest catches and the best hops out of all the other 
football players. Then a lot of years went by and I became 
a member of The Hall Of Fame. I had a lot of money left 
over and I started partying everyday, and died.

-E
from The Beat: darn, we’re sorry you died, because we wanted to ask 
you for your autograph. hey, we didn’t know that people could die in 
their dreams.

an introduct ion
My name is Jose. I’m 16. I ran from a group home and was 
on the run for 2 months. They caught me on my birthday. 
Now I regret it because I hurt many hearts, including my 
own, because of the stupid decisions I made. But I was 
just doing what I do.

-Jose
from The Beat: But what you have done you can no longer do, unless 
you want to hurt more hearts, including your own, as you say. here’s 
a mental shortcut that might get you to the heart of the matter when 
the next temptation rises. Just think of your birthday and of the 
unpleasant present you received, because you were just doing what you 
do. so, when trouble comes knocking, just think: birthday, birthday, 
birthday….

lyr ics
I want you. I can’t help it. I love the way it feels.
Got me stuck between fantasy and what’s real.

I’ve got a problem and I don’t know what to do about it.
Even if I did, don’t know if I would quit, but I’ve thought 

it out.
I’m taken by the thought of you, and I know this much 

is true.
Baby, you’ve become my addiction. 

Can’t you think about the way I feel?
-Brett

from The Beat: and what’s the melody to this familiar sounding set of 
lyrics?
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in  the Past  Year
In the past year hella stuff happen like I hit fat lick and 
smoke hella dro just doing hella stuff and to end up at 
weak ass Walden House but yea a ninja ‘bout to be out 
in a minute got to do something right so I won’t end up 
back here with these punks that don’t want to help you 
do nothing I been through hella stuff in ‘07 yea 2007 the 
best year ever.

-Jigg
from The Beat: do you think you’ll remember how much you hate being 
locked up once you get out and are finally free? We hope so…

being Pressured
I feel like I bin pressured all my life people expecting me 
to do good in their way but what is really their way? They 
keep telling me do good do better hurry up or else? Or 
else what? Ever since I have bin born I bin pressured

-Rabbit
from The Beat: so, now that you’ve grown up, what is your way of 
doing good? What have you done to stop the pressure from happening? 
do you have any control over the pressure or will it be there no matter 
what?

is  there a monster  in  me?
Yes, there’s a monster in me because it’s like when I’m 
chillin’ and shhh happen, as in like my sister boyfriend 
hit her or somethin’ and she tells me then that’s when 
that monster comes out.
 Or if I just look at one of my dead homies pictures and 
just look at it fa’ like five minutes, then that’s when I hit 
the Henney get tucked and then that’s when the monster 
comes out of me and makes me wanna rock somethin’. 
But man, yeah, it is a monster in me and it come out all 
the time.

-Young Ice
from The Beat: it sounds like you and your monster are the best of 
friends. But are there times when you find you have to tame the monster 
in order to really receive what the monster needs?

Desperat ion
In my inside,

Desperation is eating me,
It’s killing me,

Desperate you got me,
Just think of you,
I’m telling you girl,

In my mind and heart I have you
Desperation everywhere I go, every thing I do,

I got you with me,
Sittin’ next to me bothering me,
Telling me nothing else but you,

You, who are you?
Why everywhere I go you following me?

Why can’t you go away,
All you do is blame

About the life I'm in,
Stay botherin’ me!

Go away and just let me be
The old me, the person I used to be

Why don’t go I need you with me
Give me a new chance to know you,

Then I can be the person your lives met,
And be there to try me,

Just want to say follow me
Lets make our family

Let it be, 
You and me

-Anonymous
from The Beat: you gave this poem a really good title because we could 
see the desperation pouring from the page. What about this person 
makes you feel so desperate? or could you picture yourself being this 
desperate for anyone else?

that  animal
What it do Beat? It’s ya boy young Kada keeping it rockin’ 
at the Walden, the animal I feel like a dog in a cage, dying 
to get out and I feel that all these square staff trying to 
kick a ninja out but it’s coo see y’all later holla

-Young Kada
from The Beat: damn, that’s messed up that you have to be extra careful 
because the staff are trying to kick you out. you said you feel like a dog 
in a cage, but what animal would you feel like if you were free?

the highest  temptat ion  in  the Streets
My highest temptation in the streets is the money, 
jacking the homies out there getting doe sitting back 
waiting ‘til yo’ home pass over ready to go back to the 
grouper with hella ninjas, listen to the white folk all day. 
And you have to ‘cause they the higher authority and you 
get consequences if you don’t listen so I just hit the turf 
post up like a mailbox and hold it down.

-Jigg
from The Beat: it seems like getting money is a high temptation for a 
lot of young people. have you ever thought of ways where you could 
reach more “long-term” money? or ways in which you could enjoy the 
luxury of spending the hard earned money you made without getting 
locked up?

tempted to  get  money
My highest temptation on the street is MONEY!! And 
doing stupid shhh like robbing people. Money is a big 
temptation because my family don’t have a lot of money. 
They just got enough to support me and my little siblings. 
So what I do is just go and hustle, so I can buy the things 
that I want.
 Sometimes with that money I get my siblings gifts. I 
have already almost gotten caught a couple times, with 
shhh that would have sent me to the halls for a minute 
luckily I didn’t get caught. Also robbing is a big temptation 
because it's so easy. All you gotta do is just go up to dude 
and take his shhh. Only gotten wrapped for robbery once. 
When I get out I’ma try to do my best to not get wrapped 
again.

-Anonymous
from The Beat: Would you consider yourself a stick up kid or a hater? 
don’t people usually define haters as people who see what someone 
else got and don’t want them to have it? Have you ever thought about 
what would happen if you attempted to rob the wrong person? What if 
you rob someone who’s got a pistol on them? We hope you find another 
occupation, otherwise we can almost guarantee your demise if you keep 
us with being a stick up kid…

tempted
The beast that always comes to mind is running. The 
reason why running is a beast is because my mind is 
tempted to run from the Walden House but the real beast 
is the halls I ain’t tryin’ to get back in there feeling like 
a fool. So this is my temptation to run but I have some 
people supporting me not to do it. And today is Halloween 
and I’m still here.

-Combo
from The Beat: it’s always nice to have people supporting you in doing 
the right thing, but what is it about Walden House that makes you want 
to run? Wouldn’t you rather complete your program and be done with 
whatever you have over your head?

w a l D e n  h o u S e
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i 'm t ired of  being at  the walden house
Everyday I get more anxious to leave out the front door. 
But I know this is for my own good, but when I think 
about it, it makes me feel like a pussy for staying here. I 
just wish that I could get out soon.
 More and more stress everyday just found out my 
lil’ brother Alan just went to the halls on his way to the 
Walden House, so I just hope he gets the opportunity to 
come here so I could help him with his life. And my bruh 
Timo he on his way over here too just hope the best for 
both of them.

-Combo
from The Beat: We hope you don’t leave out the front door before Walden 
House says it’s okay because then that would mean more consequences 
to deal with. What are some things you can do now to prepare you for 
when they say it’s okay to leave?

Desperate  in  t imes of  need
I know how it feels to be desperate there’s been times 
when I needed money, either to eat, buy clothes, or to 
just have money in my pockets. When I felt desperate I 
did the only thing that I knew how to do good. Either 
hustle or rob people.
 First time I ever robbed someone it went all bad I got 
taken in. So I started hustling. It was going good I had 
money in my pockets I treated my siblings to things, like 
food, or I bought them clothes, even helped moms out. 
But I know I can’t keep doing this forever.

-Jo
from The Beat: We appreciate your honesty and we hope things work 
out for the better in your life. you say, “i can’t keep doing this forever.” 
so, what do you see yourself doing after you’ve finally decided to 
stop?

i ’m in  love w it ’  the block
What sup beat? It’s ya boy Young Kada I'm just chillin 
keeping it lit for the block but yea I been on the block for 
along time and I'm in love wit it, I done did things that 
really hurt people and seen things happen but I don’t never 
think I'm gone leave the block because it be poppin’.
 I be on the block just posted up wit the homies just 
chillin wit all the homies, young homies and big homies. I 
just love all the homies so I'm locked up and I'm just here 
to tell them to be smooth. Holla at me later Beat “I’m out”

-Young Kada
from The Beat: do you think your block loves you as much as you love 
it? What do you own on the block? any property, or even a mailbox? do 
you think it’s right for someone to claim a block that they own nothing 
on? 

the homies
Was up wit it? Was up beat yeah this be Grumpy coming 
out this B.S. group home. The highest temptation is to 
be with my homies and being at the block. That’s gonna 
make me do hella shhh. When I'm with my ninjas we be 
on foo’s fil-me. We let them know was good.
 That’s something that I like to do and that’s tempting 
cause I don’t like seeing my enemies around me. Can’t 
have that fil-me. The only way I’ma stay away is if I got 
a job or I'm with my loved ones. Other then that I’ma be 
Grumpy as hell. I need to be distracted with something 
positive fil-me. Well Beat that’s all I got for now…

-Grumpy
from The Beat: at least you’re wise enough to be aware of your actual 
temptations, but knowing that your homies will be your highest 
temptation, does that make you not want to get tempted? or will you 
go right back to what you were doing before you got locked up?

why i  Do what  i  Do
I love money that’s why I do what I do. When it’s money 
on the line I don’t give a damn ‘bout nobody. But I think 
I'm like that cause all my ninjaz like that. We stay getting 
money. And I don’t sell crack, dope, weed none of that.
 Me and my ninjaz hit labby’s all day. But yea I need 
to get out cause I'm missin’ the money fa’ real but yea 
that’s my goal to get out and continue to get out cause I’m 
missin’ the money fa’ real but yeah that’s my goal to get 
out and continue to get that money.

-Young Spillz
from The Beat: how long do you think you can make a living off hittin’ 
labbies? We understand people have to do what they have to do to get 
money, but we believe you must have some other talents you can get 
paid off without risking incarceration time. do you believe that too?

my true love
All this time I thought I was alone

Memories of my true love is all I had
Tears came and falling from my eyes

My true love is here with me
I miss you a lot

I wanna have you close to me
Every time we talk it makes me feel good inside

I always thought that you wasn’t tryna talk to me
I always thought that you didn’t have love for me

But now I know that you do and that you care
Just know this baby I love you and care ‘bout you

And miss you you’re my first and true love
You’re my one and only mija

I thank you mija for always being there and making me 
feel good inside Much love and respect…

-Grumpy
from The Beat: you have a whole lot of love for this lady… What do you 
think you need to do to get out and spend time with her so she doesn’t 
feel neglected? is she being faithful to you? don’t you think it’s wise 
that you focus on yourself right now so you can be a better man to her 
once you get out?

that  Specia l  Person
You ever felt that special feeling when you see a certain 
person? I have, let me tell you about the person that 
wakes my days, she means a lot to me, when we here our 
conversations even though pen and paper feels like I have 
her in front of me, people ain’t down with what we have, 
looks to me that they trying to separate us, but it really 
don’t matter I’m going to fight for both of us.
 People don’t understand what we have, I’m in love with 
this person unconditionally, she makes me smile she has 
these wonderful eyes that are so mysterious, you could 
get lost in them, she makes me happy, she motivates me 
in every way…

-Rabbit
from The Beat: it’s great to have a motivation such as a wonderful lady, 
but what will happen if she leaves you? Who will be your motivation 
then? What are some things you do to motivate yourself? it’s great to 
have a lady who emotionally supports you, but there are going to be 
times when we must support ourselves.

w a l D e n  h o u S e

The only way I’ma stay 
away is if I got a job or 
I'm with my loved ones. 
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li fe  i  l ive
Mom runnin’ from place to place

Hittin’ dat glass pipe, easily gave up four kids
This is just a little preview of the life I live
Fourteen years old growin’ up so confused

Taking care of my two siblings, not knowing what to do
Livin’ wit’ grandma was too much for her 

Very ill, suffering from diabetes and breast cancer
I knew she couldn’t handle us, but at least it was a place to 

live
My older sister movin’ to Vallejo, goin’ on her second kid

There was just one choice we had 
And that was move with a man we called dad

Little sister, only 11; brother, only 12
Loving each other, crying out for help!

Wonderin’ what mom was doing; maybe she wanted us 
back?

Didn’t want to move with dad, and that was a fact
Really haven’t spoke to him for ‘bout six years
He left us to go to Mexico, drowning in tears

I used to be daddy’s little girl, growing up, he was my world
But things had changed and I wasn’t the same

We gave him another chance, no matter how much it hurt to 
forgive what he had did

I guess now you can say, I was just gettin’ used to this life 
I live

She called us!
Yay!

My mom!
She said she was doin’ good now, and we could move back 

with her
But the place we had lived, really wasn’t that pretty

Imagine living in group homes, drug rehab programs, 
And livin’ off welfare since you were three

Well, yeah, that little girl was me
You see, my mom had a problem and it wasn’t just drugs 
She had a problem with showing affection and giving us 

love
I love her dearly, I really do

But you can’t even imagine all the shhh she put me through
I’m almost 18 now and I still haven’t got over all that 

happened 
But I won’t forget when I cried to my dad, tellin’ him I was 

scared
He said, “Mija, I’m sorry for leaving you. 

I promise I’ll never do it again
This time I’m prepared. . .”

-Binker
from The Beat: When you write that we can’t imagine what you and 
your siblings have been put through, we agree with you. no child 
should be forced to endure what you have had to survive and overcome 
(especially in a country that claims to love its children and leave none 
behind). But having said that, we don’t have to imagine how strong you 
are in mind and spirit, because it comes through in every word of this 
remarkable autobiographical poem. We hope that these gifts enable you 
to find your way out of the destructive criminal justice system and into 
a world of freedom and personal growth and progress. you should be in 
college because this is college-level writing (and thinking). There, doors 
will open and you will be able to walk through them and to continue 
walking forward. Thank you for sharing this with us.

what  i  Don’ t  Deal  w i th  escalates
I try to deal with disappointment the best way possible, 
because if I don’t deal with it quickly or the right way, 
then it will escalate and turn into something worse or 
bigger  in life. But I try to just talk to people and get some 
feedback on what I should do about it, you know, like I 
try to deal with disappointment without getting mad and 
try to stay as calm as possible, and just keep cool all the 
time.

-Keith
from The Beat: This is very short, but it says a lot. The most important 
thing you said here is that problems you try to ignore only grow harder 
to deal with. it sounds like you have a lot of very good strategies for 
dealing with disappointment. We hope you can get yourself out of this 
situation so that you can be a leader and teach some of these strategies 
to the next generation.

a matter  of  t ime
After seeing my dad’s face when I was taken away by 
the police, I knew I had let him down, promising him I 
would try my best to stay out of here. It’s hard seeing my 
parents during a visit. I can just tell by their reaction, 
they’re disappointed in me. I’m disappointed in me. 
 I know eventually I’m going to change, it’s just a 
matter of time. I believe if I would take my father’s advice, 
I wouldn’t be in this mess. But knowing every night that 
my family is disappointed, it makes it twice as hard to be 
in here. I hate the fact that my parents go through this 
when it’s all my fault. I have no one else to blame but 
me. 
 If changing was as easy as committing the crime, 
I’d be the most behaved kid. I know I’m letting a couple 
friends down as well. I have a lot of positive people in my 
life. I should take advantage of that. I don’t know why I 
don’t.

-D
from The Beat: you have all the knowledge you need, d. But, as you 
and we both know, knowledge is not enough. it has to be coupled 
with courage (the courage to say “no” to homies, for example) and 
commitment to make the changes you know would make your life better 
and your family proud. We don’t see that commitment or courage yet, 
because you’re still putting off what you know you must do, and that 
only sets you up to fall again, and to experience again your family’s 
disappointment. They love you and know what you are capable of. you 
also know what you’re capable of, but we’re not sure you love yourself 
or your freedom as much as we (and your family) wish you did. don’t 
wait. Take advantage of those positive people and your own fine mind. 
do it!

For Your loved ones
Disappointment is a bad and sad feeling. It’s bad, because 
sometimes disappointments make you do stupid stuff 
and stuff you will regret later. Bad, because you can never 
take back that feeling. The sad part of disappointment 
is all the good people you let down, all the tears you see 
your loved ones shedding, all because of your own fault. 
All the trust you lose from people you’re so close to. All 
the sad faces you see shooting towards you. 
 Sometimes disappointment is a good thing, so that 
way, you know how going down the bad road feels like, 
and you will know what to do or not to do next time to 
cause disappointment.

-Bruce
from The Beat: Thank you for keeping this so real, Bruce. knowing how 
your actions have hurt those you love the most (and seeing all those sad 
faces in your mind), what are your plans for the future? What are the 
changes you’re planning to make in order not to hurt and lose the trust 
of those you love — including yourself?

The sad part of disappointment is all 
the good people you let down, all the 
tears you see your loved ones shed-
ding, all because of your own fault.
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Somet imes i  Fee l  l ike  k i l l ing  me 
Sometimes I feel like I don’t belong in this world because 
my mom is always telling me that I ain’t good on nothing, 
only getting into trouble, and being in the streets. Every 
single word she tells me hurts me a lot. You probably 
don’t know how much. I would never tell her how I feel, 
until one day I did. I told her she shouldn’t have gave 
birth to me, ‘cause I don’t want to be in this world. I told 
her that one of these days I was going to kill myself. She 
thought I was playing, but I wasn’t. Now she acts better 
with me, but I still need more love. Love is what I need. 

-Crazy 
from The Beat: you are so right, love is what you need (and what we 
all need). maybe your mom never learned how to relate properly with 
you because she didn’t have good role models when she was growing 
up. it was her choice (and not yours) to bring you into this world, so 
we’re glad you told her how you feel, and we’re glad she heard what you 
were saying and she’s acting better. The feeling you have that you don’t 
belong in this world will not last forever (even though killing yourself 
would last forever). We hope you can find a way to love yourself, 
because you are worthy of that love. When you truly love yourself, the 
love you seek from others will follow. 

me,  Crypt ic  Fate
They say what I write is cryptic

I say, “Not so”
Do not read the words
Read what is in them

You say you know my pain
You may, indeed
But my heart? 

No

To see my heart
It is to see into the face of madness

It is to see the worst of life
And yet

It is to see into the unyielding care
It is to see into burning love

I burn, can you not see
A battle fought

No one shall know
In the heart of man

Over life
To see through these eyes
The world they see, agony

I burn in the forest of the night

“Woe is me,” I cry
You say, “It is all good

It shall be all right”
Knowing not what is inside
Straining against its bonds

It rages, lashing out
At foes it cannot see

In real life 
It strikes all right

Those I love the most
I hurt inside

And still yet I breathe
Indeed, I would not mind

Its cool touch
Taking me away
I cross the river

Pay in coin
To see him standing there

There at last
I rest

Finally, peace

I will not rush
The scissors of fate

Nor will I keep them still
What comes will come
Regardless of what I do

So I lie in wait
Awaiting fate

Achieving my destiny
To conquer those who are unjust

To die a martyr’s death
To help those who wait for me

I’ll never let them down
I’ll stand up and save those

Those who wait for me
I’ll see you soon

My sister
My love shall persevere

I miss you so
Just so you know

In my hearts and prayers
I’m with you and you’re with me

Carolyn, I hold you dear
I miss you, goodbye

I’ll see you in my dreams
-Kage

from The Beat: your heart is the mystery, and in many ways, you keep 
that mystery alive by writing so beautifully (as you do) without revealing 
the you that’s you… if you are the tiger who burns bright in the forest of 
the night (with acknowledgement to William Blake), what is the source 
of the fire? Will it consume you, or others? are you fanning the flames or 
trying to put them out — and, whichever way you answer, how are you 
doing it? The revelation that you have a beloved sister (carolyn) is one of 
the first details of your life that you share in these powerful poems, but it 
is only a tease. can you not tell us more? What is your fate, in your own 
mind… and what would you like it to be?

memory
A memory that still haunts me is when my boy got killed 
in East Palo Alto by the Menlo Park police. We called him 
Loco, ‘cause he was crazy and coo’ to kick it with. One 
night we was all chillin’ when police decided to shoot him 
more than ten times, because he wouldn’t stop running or 
resisting. They say, while they were pursuing, he pulled 
out a gun, but that was a lie. 
 Police do things dirty these days. I ran out with ma 
boys after we heard the shots. I got up close to the body 
on the floor while police were everywhere. I could see 
holes in his stomach. I fell down and cried, then got up 
and seen my boys getting arrested. I got arrested, too. 
That day still haunts me.

-GT
from The Beat: Just reading this tragic story will haunt us, so we can 
only imagine how experiencing it still haunts you. There are too many 
stories of police being too free with their guns. But there are also too 
many stories of young people too free with their guns. in some countries 
(like england), the police are not allowed to carry guns (except in 
certain cases). Would that work here? Would young people give up their 
guns if police also gave theirs up? if that happened, what do you think 
your world would look like?
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Changing my l i fe
I am tired of running. My legs are worn out. This life of smoking pooking gots 
me tweeking out. I am tired of this life, putting my rag in my pocket so I won’t 
get hurt by my enemies. I am tired of going to court, testifying against them. I 
can’t hang with this lifestyle no more, so now I am just waiting to give it all up. 
For sure, I am tired of them seeing us run.  

-Lil’ Stranger
from The Beat: it takes some people longer than others to get as tired 
as you are, but sooner or later, everyone gets tired of being a prisoner 
to drugs, to gangs and to the criminal justice system. But what do you 
mean, “i am just waiting to give it all up”? What are you waiting for?

my role  model  who teaches his  own ways
The role model in my life would be my uncle. He got the mind of all teens. I 
am not the only one that looks up to him, but so do all ma cousins. My uncle 
be doin’ it big now, with his twelve-year-old daughter, my cousin. He did some 
stupid things back in the days, but he a dude dat don’t tell us not to follow the 
same steps. He lets us do our own thing. The way he tell us to not do it is by 
telling us how he struggled and turned his life around. There’re some things 
that he does that might not be the best example, but he still my favorite. 
 He’s the best DJ in my city. His patnas call him DJ Topnach. They be 
hitting him up whenever they wanna hit up the studio. 
 On Sunday me and ma cousins go to his place to watch the football games. 
My parents don’t like me going, ‘cause I’ll get home hella ripped. I guess you 
can say he’s the family teens’ favorite, ‘cause we feel free around him and don’t 
gotta worry ‘bout no parenting. It’s not a good thing, but, like my uncle say, 
“One day y’all learn.”

-Andrew
from The Beat: When he tells you that one day you’ll learn, what do you 
think he means? What is it that he has learned that you still have not? 
What will it take you to learn it? We’ve all done some stupid things in 
our lives, but some of those stupid things have consequences that last 
forever. Then, all the regrets in the world can’t undo them. Will you wait 
for that to happen before you learn what he promises you that one day 
you’ll learn?

my l i fe
Man, the things that be goin’ on in my life, 

they just aren’t goin’ right. 
The court tryin’ to take my cats 

and I just can’t relax. 
I see my mom every week, 

so please give me something I can seize 
for the time, until I realize 

that I can stay clean, only if I tried. 
Man, the things that go on in my life, 

I just got to change. 
I have to make peace with my brother, my mother, my uncle and the snow, 

because the snow has not been angry with me. 
I need to learn how to learn, how to learn, how to learn with the seams of life. 

I feel I could just break down and cry, 
but I cease and remember I’m not at peace, 
but the things in my life just won’t cease, 

so that I can have some peace. 
Because, man, the things in my life you just won’t believe.

-Lil’ Mans
from The Beat: When you feel you want to break down and cry, do you? 
how can you “learn how to learn” so that you can substitute hope for 
these destructive feelings? if you are not at peace, what is the path 
that could take you there? can you identify it? can you follow it? can 
you share some examples of things in your life that we just wouldn’t 
believe?

is  i t  worth  i t?
Is it worth it doing everything I do? In one way, for me it is, and in another, 
it ain’t. The way it is, is because I wouldn’t let my homeboys down, so I do the 
things I have to do. The way it is ain’t worth it, is because I’m hurting my family, 
‘specially my mom, who works hard to feed four mouths every day. But now I’m 
in this game, I can’t turn my back on my homies. I can’t stop and won’t stop. 
 You guys wouldn’t understand. This life is crazy, when you’re in gangs. 
You know you’re hurting your family, and ‘specially yourself, but you keep 
doing the same things. You try to stop, but you can’t, so now there ain’t no 
choice, just to live the life of a true gangsta.

-Crazy
from The Beat: We understand this: the idea that you “can’t stop” is a 
cop-out, an excuse and justification for hurting the person who brought 
you into this world and who will stand beside you long after your so-
called homies have abandoned you. We know this to be true because 
we know many, many former gangbangers who have seen a different 
light and followed it out of their former lifestyle. Whether you make 
that choice or not, it is a choice that you’re making. “i won’t stop” is 
entirely different from “i can’t stop.” The reason you pretend that you 
can’t stop is that you know that you’re choosing your boys over your 
mother, and that is a choice you don’t like to admit. We don’t blame you 
for that. it’s not a very nice thing to have to admit. But keep it real.

the ‘hood 
In the ‘hood I live in, there is a lot of shhh going on. You hear gunshots at night, 
loud music, bottles cracking on the ground. It’s crazy, living in a neighborhood 
that is surrounded by gangstas. After a while, living in the neighborhood, you 
start kickin’ it with the homeboys. They tell you, if you’ trying to be from their 
‘hood, you don’t got love at your house, you need love from someone else, so 
you say, “Yeah.” Then you have to put in work for the ‘hood and prove that 
you’re really down. Then the homies show you their love, the one you couldn’t 
get. You start to like it and get more into it. So that’s what happened with me. 

-Crazy
from The Beat: you’ve done a good job of describing the process of 
becoming a gang member. But the “love” you describe is very conditional 
— if you “put in work,” they’ll show you “love”. But can it be called 
love when there are strings attached. does your mother’s love for you 
depend on your “putting in work” for her? The “love” you describe may 
make you feel better right now, but how will you feel in the future, 
especially of that “work” you’ve put in leads you to prison? Dope Smoker

It’s me again, and I listen to smokers a lot because, feel me, they be hella on 
top of they game, feel me? Smokers be hella on point wit’ they shhh, so I always 
be around dis certain one. Dude be puttin’ shhh to me da way that I don’t want 
to hear it, feel me, but dat’s life and I need to hear it, dat those talks made a 
ninja sharp at da street life.

-Kabb
from The Beat: you have the skills to explain what you’re talking about 
and not write in such a general way that tells us almost nothing. What 
do you mean smokers are “on point”? What are you hearing that you 
don’t want to hear? 

my l i fe
My life is not so good, like before. I say this because ever since I got probation, 
I keep coming back to the hall. Before I had probation, I had no problems to 
worry about — getting pee tests, going to court, doing the perfect thing. I used 
to do whatever I wanted, but now it’s like you’re in hell, ‘cause if I do a little 
thing wrong, I get locked up. 
 Now my PO trying to send me to camp for some little thing. Last time it 
was worser, and now he’s trying to send me to camp. Right now I feel kind of 
sad, because I haven’t seen or talked to my parents. I’ve been here for almost a 
month and still no word from them, or from me to them. It sucks. I wish I never 
did the thing that got me probation. 

-Crazy 
from The Beat: This is very interesting, especially when you wrote that 
you can’t stop what you’re doing that got you on probation. it seems to 
us that you are waging a war within yourself, wanting a better life but 
unwilling to let go of the things that bring you a bad life. your choices 
are not between something easy and something hard, but between two 
hard things. if you choose to continue doing what brought you here, 
then you can be sure you will face the same (or worse) consequences 
that you hate. if you choose to stop doing what brought you here, 
you believe you will be letting down your boys. What we hope is that 
you will see that it’s you, and not your boys, who are suffering for the 
choices you’ve made, and that your life as an individual is the most 
important thing there is. Think carefully about the kind of life you want 
for yourself, and then think about how to get from here to there.

i  Just  try  to  Deal  w i th  the Si tuat ion
I try not to think about the disappointment

I just try to deal with the situation
-M

from The Beat: how do you do that? you can write a lot more than 
this!

Sold ier  ways
The drosses of the elimination was built in my frustration for the negative 
invitation. Always doing crimes, thinking I won’t get caught, but, in reality, yo’ 
people don’t know you’re being watched. I have family and my girl by my side, 
telling me, begging  me for me to stop doing what I do for a living. 
 Yeah, I slang. I love making money. Out da cut, I sometimes sit by myself 
and just think, “Would I ever change my way of life?” But I can’t stop and 
probably won’t stop doin’ my thang. I’m fitted in all black. Now it’s time to lay 
low. 

-Lil’ Smoothie
from The Beat: We almost cut this piece because of your boasts about 
your gangster ways. But we kept it because we see that you can write, 
so we want you to think (or at least explain) in more depth why your 
life is what it is, and why you’ve made the choices that you have made. 
Why do you think those that love you are begging you to stop? What 
do they see in your future? What do you see? That money you love to 
make… it’s all going into the pockets of the system that you’ve handed 
your freedom to. They’re grateful to you…
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lost  in  t ime
Lost in time

Homies droppin’ dimes
What should I do?
What could I do?

-D
1ith homies droppin’ dimes/it seems like it’s time/To do what’s best for 
you/and not be a slave to your crew.

my best  Fr iend
A special elder in my life was a man who I did not know. My real dad introduced 
me to him and pretty much left me with him after that. I had been living with 
him and then it went downhill, but I still wanted to live with him. Even know I 
was smoking dope with him on a daily basis, I would want to stay with him. 
 We would do positive stuff, too, but all we would do was smoke dope, and 
then I realized that I thought of him as my dad, because I have never had a dad. 
The only thing I would see my read dad for is to re-up or sell something or him, 
so that’s my story.

-Unknowned
from The Beat: But you are not with him now… is there a connection 
between what you could do with him and the “lessons” he taught you, 
and the fact that your freedom has been stripped from you?

kicking i t  w i th  the homies
Kicking it with the homies in my city every day! Smoking and drinking, like if I 
was off probation. But now I’m locked up, got caught up, and went to camp. Now 
I’m ‘bout to go to camp in November and just do my time all over again. I was 
dumb for running and not doing my time. Now I’ma go back, get out and kick it 
with the homies when I hit the outs.

-Lil’ Roach  
from The Beat: you’re right about running; it just leads you back. But 
your plan to go back to the same things that got you here to begin with 
is a prescription to hand your freedom over to a bunch of strangers yet 
again. is it worth it?

Despi te  my goals ,  i  messed up 
Disappointed a lot of people in my life—friends, family and even myself. The 
reasons were to get good grades, play for the football team, and to stay out of 
trouble and the hall, but I couldn’t do any of them. I tried to set goals and shhh 
like that, but when you have half of the people you know doubting you, and 
some of them saying, ”You can do it,” but them, themselves is messing up, it 
makes it kinda hard. So that’s how I, myself, have disappointed myself, was by 
setting goals and not completing them.

-Ethan
from The Beat: We’ve all disappointed ourselves by falling short of our 
goals, but that’s not a reason to keep trying. keep those goals in front 
of you, and sit down and make a real plan on how to get from here to 
there. start with finishing your education which is the key to all the 
others. We’d love for you to write what your plan is.

my e lders
I have many elders, but there is one in particular. It is my grandma. I worry 
about her every day since I have been locked up. I think about her when I wake 
up. I see the stack of letters that she has sent me since I have been here, and I 
know that she has had a lot of things happen to her in her lifetime. And she is 
getting too old to worry about me. It’s time for her to worry about herself. And 
she has been through too much in her life to worry about me. But one day I will 
be out to take care of her. Then she won’t have to worry. Then she will soon be 
happy again.

-Weed
from The Beat: We hope you get your wish. We know that the most 
important thing for her is for you to turn your life around. if you are 
worried about her, how much do you think she must be worried about 
you? she wants you to be free. That is what would make her happy. can 
you give her (and yourself) that gift?

i f  my Pet  Could  ta lk
My dog could tell me, “Why you are not at home? You always are with your 
friends and not with your family, and you don’t spend time with me, to play 
with me. You sometimes spend time with me when you are drunk. That’s why 
sometimes I wasn’t falling to sleep.”

-Tego
from The Beat: This is a good and creative piece of writing, Tego. if your 
dog told you all those things about how you are no with him or your 
family, what would you say back to him?

Disappointment
When I am disappointment of a friend, I just go to my house or sometimes I go 
to take a beer. Sometimes dey talk about my mom and that get me disppointment, 
because I don’t like that they talk about my mom. I think the better thing for 
everybody is don’t joke with other people like that.

-Tego
from The Beat: disappointment is when you are let down or let someone 
else down. have you ever disappointed yourself? how?

a t icket  Stra ight  to  Da hal ls
What it do wit’ da Beat? I’ve done been disappointed before. I was most 
disappointed when one of the older homies in da jets snitched on me. I was 
most disappointed with myself, ‘cause I kinda figured dat he was a rat, but I 
couldn’t really picture him droppin’ my name like a hot potato to da zebras. But 
it’s coo’, though. I’ll be back to da ‘hood. 

-Young Phil
from The Beat: so you’re disappointed that someone snitched on you, 
but not with yourself for giving him that power? if you keep your 
promise to back to the ‘hood and do what you’ve done in the past, we 
can promise you will be disappointed again…

who am i?
Who I am is who I am 

I’m a sixteen-year-old guy 
That be chillin’ all high
I hate it when people 

See my mom cry  
I wish I could finish

But class is ‘bout to finish
-Disbedarryl

from The Beat: you hate to see your mom cry/so we have to ask you 
why/Why you “chillin’ all high/When you know it just makes her cry/

worst  memory ever
A memory that hella haunts me is when I kissed this ugly-ass girl. Her breath 
smelled like onions. She kissed my neck and I kissed hers, too. The bad thing 
about it, though, is that I really enjoyed it. She told me that I was the best 
kisser. Until this day, I feel like I was actually enjoying it.

-Lil’ Cousins
from The Beat: Well, if you enjoyed it, why does it haunt you? We don’t 
care if a girl (or boy) is ugly on the outside, because it’s what’s inside 
that makes a person what they are. maybe you saw the beauty inside 
her, and that’s why you enjoyed it.

Disappointment
One time I was disappointed. I found out my girl started to go with some other 
guy when I was locked up. I thought to myself, “That’s hella messed up.” Don’t 
you think so? We was together for almost three years at the time. When I called 
her, she told me she was with someone else. She told me because some other 
girl told her I was cheatin’ on her with some other girl I never heard of. Well, ya, 
that’s one time I was disappointed.

-B
from The Beat: We can understand why you were disappointed by your 
girl’s decision to leave you. But can you imagine how disappointed 
she was when you made the decision to do what you did and give the 
system the power to take you from her? Who left whom first?

memory of  the Dead
When I think of my grandfather that passed, it scared me because I see his 
face and I love him. He kept me going when he was alive; then he died with no 
good-bye. I love you, Grampa, can’t you see, even when you’re not with me?

-Stewie Baby
from The Beat: We’re sorry you lost your beloved grandfather, but we 
hope you know how lucky you were to have him in your life for as long 
as you did. he knew how much you loved him. What do you think he 
wants for you now? 

an e lder
The special elder in my life is my grandmother. My grandmother is kinda real, 
because she is the only person who can get the truth out of me. I don’t know 
how she does it, but she seems to always get it done. She always put me up on 
game, even when I don’t wanna really hear what she has to say. But everything 
she says is real, because she has experienced it.

-Jesse
from The Beat: it sounds like your grandmother is the person you 
should be listening to. can you give us an example of something she’s 
told you that you didn’t want to hear?

S a n  m a t e o



T t h e • b e a t • w i t h o u toBW
t h e b e a t w i t h i n . o r g   V o l u m e  1 2 . 4 2  P a g e  5 4

ask Yoursel f
Does the end justify the means?

Is life truly what it seems?
If you hear the echoes of the man’s screams,

Sentence a man to death, can you watch him die-
And feel remorse in your heart when his family cries?

If he were one of your own, would it still be wise
To strap him in an electric chair and let the sparks fly?
When it hits close to home, do the rules then change?

When it’s one of your own don’t it feel strange
To see him dragged to the gurney in steel cuffs and 

chains,
A needle in his arms to stop his heart and brain?

Sure changes things when it’s someone you know,
When you raised him from a baby and watched him 

grow.
Now he’s a man of his own, living on Death Row,
Waiting for the date that says it’s his time to go.
As the day gets closer, don’t you feel the fright?

You’ve known since day one, the system ain’t right.
Now it’s one of your own, you want to rally and fight;
Don’t want your baby to fade away because the state’s 

taken his life.

a Democrat ic  Society
Welcome to America friend- the so-called land of the 

brave,
Where the rich build dreams on poor dead men’s graves,

Where history is taught from fraudulent propaganda 
pages,

And it’s poverty stricken citizens are locked up in steel 
and concrete cages.
This isn’t my land-

This isn’t your land.
It was built from slave labor- the fruits of the red and 

black hand.
Just ask the true Native American’s, whose rights were 

deprived,
Were they greeted with open arms or murdered when the 

pilgrims arrived?
Rape, plunder, pillage — inevitable desecration

That’s the sorry and true history of this sadistic, evil 
nation.

Forced permutation
Push the blindfold from your eyes and see the evil lies,

While the rich get richer, the poor class dies.
In this stolen blood stained land, money represents 

power,
As the skyline is over-shadowed by prison walls and gun 

towers.
If we the poor don’t rise as one and stand together as 

one
We’ll slowly be condemned to our deaths as one.
For these sadistic despotic rules there’s only one 

solution;
Our class must stand as one for a mighty revolution!

the breeding ground of  a  revolut ion
The strike against them will be made when they least 

expect it,
They think our class is weak, so they’ll never respect it.

They put meth and crack in the streets to dilute our minds;
They put guns in our hands so we’ll kill our own kind.

They make laws and pass bills to limit our choices,
They build prisons and death-rows to silence our voices.

The media tells stories instead of real news,
They don’t expose crooked police or prisoner abuse.

From their lofty high-rises they look down on us,
For too long we’ve been blind to the oppression that 

surrounds us.
But, look around us…

They cut back college grants so we can’t better our lives,
Now the military offers a “bonus” to those who don’t die.

Would you like to buy a home or give your kids an 
education?

Just enlist in the army and go kill a whole nation.
They’ll call you a national hero and you’ll be adored by 

others,
Because your covertly gassed babies and executed their 

mothers.
Life, liberty and happiness: it’s just a mirage,

And you’re an over-rated killer with medals and camouflage,
But you now deep in your heart that it’s a terrible sin

So, how can you possibly feel proud to be an American?
Now, think again…

For those of us who are conscious and aware of our fate,
They’ll label us “terrorists” and “enemies of the state.”

We’ll be fighting the beast and its evil beliefs,
It’s corrupt, murderous henchmen and commander-in-chief.

The president; a true puppet master of oppressive 
precedent,

The nation’s capital only true hell-bent resident.
He’s following in his father’s footsteps for there are shoes 

to be filled;
No WMD’s found and over 2000 young kids in Iraq killed.

Be in their army fool — “Be all you can be”
But dead ears can’t hear the cries of Lady Liberty.

Writing from the crossroads correctional center in cameron, 
missouri, we give you a man who really knows what he believes in. 
he speaks about politics with a very sharp and refined point of view. 
We have no choice but to find his thoughts refreshing. he knows how to 
express himself in a way that will definitely convince you that he knows 
what he’s talking about. and after reading his very hard-hitting ideas, 
you’ll see that he does know what he’s talking about. We’ll leave this 
introduction at that because he speaks volumes for himself. We really 
hope he continues to bless us with his incredible writing. Thank you for 
your very intelligent thoughts.

•Herbert•

Perpetual  anarchism
Tear down the stars and stripes and burn it,

Embrace ideology and learn it.
Teach your children the real facts of history,

Why the U.S. evades the truth remains a mystery.
Open up this racist fraud, forget your orders!

Put the Christian right back in its place,
Raze the prison walls unlock the gates.

Give the First Nation People back their land,
This is true meaning of anarchy, understand?!

Take the millions of homeless people off the streets,
Make sure they have clothing, shelter, and plenty to eat.

Remove the pompous judges from their perches,
Prohibit political lying agendas from the churches.

Bring the beast to its knees
Tear off its head!

Liberate the White House
Paint it red!

Disarm every weapon of the war machine,
Open college doors to the poor; make education free.

Autonomy breeds liberty without capitalism,
Live free;

Express your dreams;
Perpetual anarchism!
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b ir th  of  a  menace 
I had a lot of big dreams as a young kid,
Tried to make people proud by what I did.

Tried to make future plans with happy concepts;
Swore to never follow Dad in his footsteps.

Tried to keep my head up, despite his beatings-
Echoed screams, mama’s pleading,

Lay dying, broke and bleeding.
At an early age, I realized, “you’re on your own kid;”
Sick and tired of the pain and broken-home shhh.

Had a heart of stone from such an early age,
The results of being beat, broke and stated-raised.

Now they say I’m a menace, and they fear me,
But all those years I begged for help, they didn’t hear 

me!
All alone and once again in the prison system,
Crazy thoughts in my mind, I can’t resist ‘em.

Grew up just like the man I always hated,
The next 34 years of my life; incarcerated.

All the ones family and friends who promised me they 
would be there,

Can kiss my narrow white ass for pretending that they 
did care.

I am merely the result of how family and the corrupt 
system made me;

Now they can’t face the truth, so they evade me.
Once again I realize, “You’re on your own, son.”

It’s hard to miss a loving family when I’ve never really 
known one.

No phone calls home can’t seem to shorten the distance,
When they’ve all turned their backs on my existence.

Now a dark little cell in the system is my home,
Where I hear the echoed whisper, “You’re all alone.”

“You’re all alone, on your own…”

Consequences
He put down his college books and picked up an M-16,

Traded in the Levi’s for camouflage green,
Did a few months in basic training,

And kissed his family good-bye,
Now he’s fighting in Iraq for his life over a political lie.
He thought he had an obligation as an American man,

But now he’s fighting a war that he doesn’t understand.

Political propagandists waging a self interest war,
“Democracy” is an oil stain beneath the blood and gore.

Too late, there’s no escape from, this murderous 
illusion,

It’s master Bush’s mass abuse and mass confusion.

After two short moths he’s returning home,
And the penalty is great;

With the stars and stripes draped over his coffin,
He’s flown back to the states.

His poor mother cries and his father’s silent
During the twenty-one gun salute.

Now all that remains of a 20-yer-old boy
Is a medal and spit-shined boots…

•Herbert cont.•

ghost  town,  uSa
Today’s news is reporting stories about nothing new.
And Washington’s starting statistics that aren’t even 

close to true.
“The crime rate’s dropping,” bureaucrats are surmising,

But in my hood the system’s blind to the death toll 
rising.

Screams if you want to, the echoes will haunt you.
How can you trust a system that just oppresses and 

taunts you?
Got the police cruisin’ by with that power gleam in their 

eyes;
Another man gone to the Pen; another fatherless child 

cries.
They played a 30-second sound byte on the 6 o’clock 

news;
10 billion to the military and they’re closing down our 

schools.

Last night, midnight, the police swore they saw a knife;
Five warning shots to the chest took the young boy’s 

life.
He was only eleven and shouldn’t have met this deadly 

end;
In his dying has was this murderous slaughter with 

their ignorant small talk
While his poor mother stares and cries at the chalk 

lines on the sidewalk.

Eyes are closed and backs are turned to the plight or 
our kind;

Now I can clearly see he true meaning of “No child left 
behind.”

On the other side of the great divide,
In an upper class town,

They exchange white washed lies with that death gleam 
in their eyes…

While they claim…
“The crime rate’s going down…”

Stats  of  D is i l lus ion
Clear the capitalistic cobwebs from your eyes;

Dare to notice the shattered pieces of our broken lives.
Pay the overdue reparations for your civil rights crimes,

Be honest with yourself and cease your wicked lies.
Finger points at a young man: “uncle Sam wants you!”

In the name of “Freedom?!” 
Doesn’t your conscience taunt you?

Thousands of young souls lost;
Don’t the headstones haunt you?

Bush, still smiling at the cameras?
Glad because it’s not you?

In this land of “liberty,” from which hypocrisy hails,
Money is God, God is money, and the hunger for power 

prevails;
In the heart of the homeland, its very own system fails.

Wrong nationality?
Police brutality and over-crowded jails.

Soldiers ingrained with hate, kill for “patriotic” beliefs
Death is just a hobby for the American commander-in-chief.

Napalm cremation,
Devastation,

Masters of war and grief.
Spreading “democracy,” one country at a time,

Unrelenting,
No relief.

And still, your war-room fascists create neurotic plans
To wage a “war on drugs” and decimate foreign lands.

In the end, millions are slaughtered for not submitting to 
your demands

Uncle Sam, why do your so-called “heroes”
Have so much innocent blood upon their hands?
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ad-Seg
Solid steel door

Slams shut
With a vengeance

Whispery echoes
Of laughter

Lurk in the corners
Like cobwebs

Reminding me
Of the sixth sense

That we (in here) know
All
Too
Well

The sick sense
Of deprivation…

Shattered
Shrill screams
Broken sleep

Living this vivid nightmare
Over and over again.

He vents
His rage

Unrelenting
Unleashing

Swinging hate
Pain
Fury

Broken weeping

Please don’t hurt her (no more).
Unspeaking bruised and bleeding.

Help wails in the distance (please hurry).
Don’t be scared-

Don’t cry (please don’t).
It’s going to be okay (I hope)…

Dedicated to and written for my Mom who my father beat 
to death.

ev i l  lurks behind the bush
Nightly news clips get censored and edited,

Countries get vaporized; the US gets credited.
The innocent chant, “Oil for food — food for oil,”

But we can’t salvage a damn thing from blood-soaked 
soil!

Bush says, “We’re hated for our freedom, and American 
ways”

But this thing he calls ”freedom” sends millions to their 
graves.

If a man’s not a Christian. Does that mean he must pay
And be crushed to death beneath the jackboots of the 

USA?
Now Bush has sent his so-called “freedom-fighters” out,
And countries are terrorized, crushed, and bombed out.

The tension is high and fate is turning
With vision of devastation and bodies burning
Children crying out for their missing mothers;

Fathers burying sons and sisters burying brothers.
Greed and hatred lead to crossing lines

Streets covered in rubble,
Fields full of land mines.

So much death and destruction in the name of 
“nationality;”

If you don’t embrace American beliefs, you’ll become 
another casualty.

Headlines…
Statistics…

Another deadly sequel.
Why doesn’t the “Land of the free” treat It's own citizens 

equal?
Imperialistic agendas cloaked in red, white, and blue;

You pledge allegiance to this country; but will they 
pledge it to you?!

Mr. President, if you call this freedom,
Then I don’t want to be free

I don’t want a Third World nightmare
To be my American dream.

•Herbert cont.•

the Freedom Diet
Bloated twisted emptiness-

Intestines seized
By savage cramps

Of starvation.

Left alone,
Wondering

And asking, “Why?”

No answers from within
The devastation,

Desolation
And ruin.

Just a young child
Too weak to cry,

Slowly dying
From U.S. “democracy” and “liberation.”

where is  Your god?
When the tsunami hit and devastated a whole town;

When the earthquake struck and brought building down;
When the airplanes flew into the sides of the World 

Trade Center towers;
When the videotaped hostage begged to live for one more 

hour;

Where was your God?

When a father beats his child on a daily basis;
When the oppressed cower in fear under the boots of 

racists;
When a mother sells her soul for a hit of meth or crack;
When the police fires warning shots into a young kid’s 

back;

Where was your God?

When poor people must sleep on the rich nation’s 
streets;

When lower-class families can’t even afford to eat;
When an innocent person is condemned to Death Row;
When a Catholic alter boy falls victim to a homosexual 

priest’s dark soul;

Where is your God?
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roses are red,  V io le ts  are blue
Roses are red, violets are blue

A compassionate lover is how I think of you
Love, lust, and pure adoration

Is how you rate for my admiration.
You are complete and wholesome

In every way imaginable.
I couldn’t dream of a day pass

Without dreaming fondly of you, Bridgette Kelly.
So, yes roses are red, as red as
The lust I feel in my foundation

When I conjure up my physical imagination
And it is true that violets are blue

Only reality, if I had to
Suffer the loss of you,

So I seek refuge in your heart
For safety, security, and faith
With an unshakable stability

For these are the true colors of 
Roses and violets and what they are
Defined to mean is not that complex.

Streets
As I walked the streets a lost soul,

Wondering where my next meal or hot cot would
Come from as I walk and wonder where the next

Things would come from
Suddenly, I saw a golden gate

And loved ones I haven’t seen in years
Welcoming me through the gates with open arms.

I am no longer a lost soul
I have been transformed and sins washed way

Temptation and trials still come my way, but we all
Know the Lord will only put on us

No more than we can bear.

hel lo  beat
Hello, how are you doing?  I am better. I just seen my 
page in The Beat issue.  I have more poems for you too. 
This is what I do most in Salem County Jail. I just write. 
In here it is boring so you make it fun.  Thank you for 
that. Here are more poems. If you want more let me know!  
Thanks.

You’re my First, my last, and my everything
Your love, support, and comfort

these are the things you make me feel.
You give me so much more than I often
ask for: your prayers, your gifts always
make me feel special. To give your love
always to someone else is something,
that I just couldn’t do. You’re my first,
you’re my last, you’re my everything.

Our lives together are inseparable
and to be apart from each other

is something we cannot bear. You shower
me with love, you shower me with

comfort. These are the things
that make our foundation strong,

so I say to my wife to be.
You will always be

my first, my last, my everything!

Queen
Is she the one who I wait for

Could she be the queen for me
The one who loves me, respects me

And honors me, but most of all,
She is the queen for me.

See, when I say she is the queen
For me, it is the way she walks, 

The way she talks, 
And most of all, when she enters a room

All eyes are on the queen.

What makes her the queen is
The remarkable things she has allowed me to see

Standing by my side 
Being the backbone

Of the family, these are the things
That makes my wifey

The queen for me.

love good enough
Is my love good enough for you
I often wonder is my love good

Enough for you
I thought I would always be the one

Who you loved, but I was dead wrong

And to have that pain shooting through
My stomach hurts bad
As hell to know that

Your love belongs to someone else.

Day in and day out, I cry with
Pain, sorrow, knowing

The things that you are doing
Is killing me slowly, day by day.

To hear your name talked
About in bad ways
Makes me feel sad.

Inside that, I want to cry.

So, what do I do,
Do I act like it doesn’t bother me 

Or do I deal with it 
The best way I know how without 

Making any mistake is why
I say is my love good enough for you.

I will never understand 
why I feel the way that I do. 

Maybe it’s more than what I can deal
With, or I have to

I realized that every person isn’t like you
I think that they should be

Is my love good enough for you.

no stranger to The Beat poet steve nitowski, who writes from 
salem county correctional facility in Woodstown new Jersey, 
drops us five sentimental love poems from his east coast cell. We are 
extremely honored by his commitment to us readers. We are so glad that 
The Beat reaches steve and many other readers/writers on the other 
coast. We’re sure steve will be back with even more heartfelt poems for 
us to chew on.

•steve•
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together Forever
Dreaming about you
Every night and day,

Praying for you
In special righteous way

See you in my sparkled heart of visions
Breaking all the rules for spiritual missions

Sweetheart, you truly are so special
And so real

By the way you make people feel, I feel
Special too just by being with you

If more people in this world were more
Like you within,

It would be a much better place to
Live in

Please don’t
Ever change

Just arrange
Go bless you in all ways

Through all days.

i ’ l l  a lways love You
The nicest feeling I’ve ever know

Is being in love with you, Jen.

Thank you for the memory of these feelings, Jen
For bringing me happiness

As though it were a gift,
I could open everyday

…I thank you—Jen

For listing the words I want to say
…I appreciate you—Jennifer.

For letting me share the most personal
Parts of your world and for welcoming
Me with those beautiful big green eyes

…I am truly grateful for you mija

For just being the wonderful, kind
Giving person you naturally are

…I’ll always admire you, Jennifer

For being the most beautiful light
In my life

…I’ll always desire you

For being everyone you once were
To me and for doing it so, “damn beautifully.”

…I’ll always love you.

l i fe
Life is pain, for just a short gain,

Through the years, were drenched in tears,
People live and they die,

Some live longer with no reason why,
People take more than they give,
This is how some chose to live,
Peoples birthdays pass and go,

Rivers flourish from melting snow,
With every day that slowly fades,
A child is born and lost in play,
People learn so they can teach,

The stars are something kids dream to reach,
The wise share lessons with the youth,

Just as the ocean is deep and blue
Every day is filled with choices,
Distracting us with inner voices,
Right is wrong but bad is good,

This is easily understood,
When we fall we learn to rise,

Rocks are beaten by the ocean tides,
The birds they soar through the air,
Lost in tranquility without any care,

But what is life to you and me, is it a pool of tragedies,
Is it one big catastrophe or is it dedicated to your 

majesties
That creates land and the seven seas,

There is only one way we’ll see,
Want to greet your destiny,

We all have a path laid ahead of us, but with each step 
we can trust,

We must wonder if it’s the right direction,
We must separate truth from fiction,

After we travel through the loops and bends,
And we can see the inevitable end,

We must make the most important decision,
To keep going forward or just stop livin’

intimate emotional deprivation is such a difficult thing to deal 
with — so difficult, people who’ve never been locked up could never 
understand. imagine living in the memory of a relationship while the 
other half of that relationship is moving on with their lives. sometimes 
they also can be sustained by memories, but most of the time, distance 
is too much to handle and people find comfort in someone else. This 
fact is devastating for those who are incarcerated because we want so 
bad to have those feelings of being loved being they’re so hard to get in 
jail. This next writer speaks of love quite often and we’ve explained our 
thoughts on why. But as he explains his feelings, you can tell he’s not 
your ordinary lover. he really feels a deep passion for the one he loves 
and now it bleeds through our pages. We enjoy his writing and he sends 
it to us from a california state Prison in chino, ca.

•Johnny•
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For  love ly
Pressed for hard time situations

As one, I am your gangsta no longer on the run
Feeling swayed towards my mija

And my dad, the two of you the only and most
Important thing in my life or else
My life forever sad, forever sad.

Bless you for
The pictures, bless you for the letter and bless

You my dear for beholding
Our precious son with deep comfort and care I

Know no one would have done
Better

Let realization reign and believe my soul
The fear of losing you the

Worst possible scenario of control
No more promises spoken 

Promises broken

Keeping it real and honest
For oneness together, history forever

Lights now dim time to dream
Another dream, different yet hopeful outcome the same.

By your side as my bride walk down that
Aisle hand in hand, vows diligent
We’ll make a courageous stand
Worry a contagious symptom

Faith reels happy time laughter never
Lonesome

Treasure life for place of security, comfort opportunity

Acceptance for simple
Comfort that silence brings when things left

Unspoken can still be
Understood

For you and Adyn I will go that extra mile
I truly would

A vision as one growing old with you
Watching proudly our

Son’s life unfold respectfully and
Our dreams one by one come true

Thoughts of your patience
Our son experimenting growth maybe

Doing something that reminds
You of me can’t wait to share

To be free
Jen don’t you wish I was there

To hold dad when crying, a helping hand
When you’re sighing

To close my arms around you when
You’re honey a feeling of

Reassurance from me your only
Jen baby you’re in my heart, you’re in
My soul you make me complete and

Yearning to know, are you
Feelings still strong and real, can I

Still capture your appeal
Living together loving each other

Through good times and bad
Happy times and sad. By trust and faith

Through the lord up
Above relinquish all failed sequences

For passive manic love.

•Johnny cont.•

Dear the beat  w i th in
You would like to know why I do what I do? Well, it’s quite 
simple love and hate is the answer. God created love and 
hate, Adam and Eve who gave birth to Abel and Cain who 
made multiple children (well Abel did not, but Cain did) 
who made our ancestors and so on. Without love and hate 
there would be no material things that’s hand made by men 
and women. So, that mean guns, knives, money and more 
would not exist without love and hate.
 Let’s talk about guns since that is the topic of society 
in today’s world. People say people kill people, well that’s 
true only because of love and hate. Guns is a problem but 
without guns who would win the Civil War, WW1, WW2, and 
now WW3 and all the other wars. If we ain’t had guns we still 
have hands, knives, and nature who is able to kill people. 
Without love for guns there would be hate and without 
hate there would be love for guns. Poverty we hate because 
our environment is so corrupted with violence, but we 
should love poverty for the corruptions in our environment 
because we see things from our violence that keeps a lot of 
our people alive. If it’s anybody we should blame its Eve for 
believing a serpent who is demon, destruction, and all evil.

 The Beat Within I am only 17 years old with the 
intellect of knowledge that I learned from observing me 
and others actions. I read your whole Beat Within packet 
and there talking about guns and their lives, but you also 
have a lot of real citizens, gangstas, and gentlemen who talk 
the truth to The Beat Within. I love the person who wrote 
“I know its hard being the mother of an addict… when you 
hold me in your arms, you see more than shackles and 
filthy habits… I chase the dragon… you pray for magic… 
asking the lord every night to save me from an early casket.” 
I say this because I was addicted to weed and every time my 
mother see me I’m either in shackles or out of the house 
creating filthy habits and she prays for me not to die before 
her.
 The Beat Within I live in Glockchester (Rochester, N.Y.), 
but I am incarcerated for being incriminated by an R.P.D. 
cop of the city and might be facing some time because of my 
situation. God is putting me through trials and tribulations, 
it’s up to me how I face them. By the way my name is Arthur 
J. but you can call me Schizophrenia or Phrenic. Well, I’m 
a give you a freestyle poem from my creative thought of 
imagination.

i  am For real
I am for real… for who I am is imaginary.

You can feel my touch, hear my thoughts, see me 
through a window, but who I am is imaginary.

I am for real…
You praise me, some disobey me,

And some ask for saving but who I am is imaginary.
I am for real… can you figure out who I am,

‘Cause I am for real.

This next writer, who’s writing all the way from rochester, new 
york, sends us his first piece for The Beat Without section. he writes 
on the topic where we asked, “Why do you do what you do?” And 
although parts of his answer sort of confused us like, “Without love 
for guns there would be hate and without hate there would be love for 
guns.” and, “Poverty we hate because our environment is so corrupted 
with violence, but we should love poverty for the corruptions in our 
environment because we see things from our violence that keeps a lot of 
our people alive.” We still feel like he has a great answer to why he does 
what he does and that’s simply because of love and hate. We’d like him 
to elaborate on that more in the future, but we think it’s a great start.

•arthur J.•
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a  Day in  the hal l
Taking a deep breath

As he wakes up for another day
The click at his door

Means it’s time to get his tray

Already starting to stress
Because he knows the day’s schedule

Hygiene’s coming up
Then it will be time to hit the classroom

Same old teacher there
Expecting homeboys to do the work.

Instead they stay talking
While counselors are feeling urked

Giving people hours
Sending homeboys to their rooms

Contraband is found
By the staff that’s searching beds

Nobody giving ownership
To the small piece of lead

Lunch is finally hear
Time to go back to the room

Thinking about your girl
And what she’s up to

Wanting to get sentenced
As a court date comes near

But all they do is continue it

Your anger builds up fast
And you start to get mad

A tear starts to shed
But you wipe it away fast

Going back to the unit
With our hands behind your back
Thinking about what happened

In the last five minutes that passed.

You go straight to the courtyard
To play handball with the homies

They asked you what happened at court
But all you can say is nothing.

They tell you don’t trip bro
It happens to the best of us

You say yeah I know
And leave the conversation

To rest

Your hour comes to an end
So it’s back to your room for now

You show respect to all the homeboys then take it 
straight down

Your day comes to an end when you lay down in your 
bed

It’s still too early to sleep
So your mind drifts to the streets

And all that you left behind

You think about your family and if your punishment fits 
the crime

These are the type of days that we in the hall face
You hear the click of the door again and your day begins 

the same.

meet ing Someone Specia l
We met each other in class

When I asked to borrow a pen
You smiled and said sure

And started looking in your bag

I asked you what your name was as you answered I told you 
mine

Then we shook hands for the very first time

You helped me with math problems that I couldn’t seem to 
understand

We built a little friendship but it only stayed in class.

I wanted to know more
About this beautiful girl I met

So I asked you for your number
Knowing I didn’t have a chance

You told me no but only because your parents were very 
strict

I said oh it’s cool thinking it’s just some excuse
Two weeks past from that moment and you handed me a 

number
You said it’s your new cell phone and I could call whenever.

I smiled and said I’d do that
I dialed your number when I got home

But was quick to hang up when I heard the ring tone

Thinking to myself what the hell is wrong with me
Just call her but then I think now

She’s way out of my league

Eventually I built up the courage and called your cell phone
We started talking for minutes then they turned to hours

We got to know each other and would both call one another

I liked what was going on and the relationship we built 
together

From that moment on I knew I wanted to be with you 
forever

My wish almost came true until I got in trouble
I hurt you so much something I said I’d never do

I left you in the dark for 18 months of time.

I told you I was sorry knowing it won’t get you back 
If I told you that a million times

I really am sincere about everything I say
I learned to speak from the heart not just hollow lies from 

the brain.

I’m going to tell you one last time that you’re the one for me
I love you with all my heart and want you to be with me.

We usually hear great things about the glen mills school in 
concordville, Pennsylvania, where this next writer is sending this 
array of poems from. But like with everything in life, there are two 
sides to this coin. he gives us the ugly side to the coin in a few of his 
several poems. some are about love and the trials and tribulations that 
come along with that emotion while others are about his days in the 
hall. he’s made his journey to a whole ‘nother state, but has continued 
to keep his journey through writing a part of ours as well. We’ll leave 
you with a great quote from his poem, “a day in The hall.” “it’s still too 
early to sleep, so your mind drifts to the streets and all that you left 
behind. you think about your family and if your punishment fits the 
crime. These are the type of days that we in the hall face. you hear the 
click of the door again and your day begins the same.” Well, hopefully 
his day will be a little different when he receives this latest issue with 
his piece in our most cherished Beat Without section.

•Manuel•
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erasers
Erasers are the nicest things of that there is no doubt

We write wrong words a few quick swipes and big 
mistakes fade out

And you will find erasers of a very different kind
Extremely helpful if you will try to bear these facts in 

mind
When you bump someone in a crowd and almost knock 

her down
A soft I’m sorry may bring smiles and rub out that old 

frown
Apologies, invariably obligate mistakes

And three small words I love you can erase the worst 
heartaches

another Dream
A twinkle in her eye when she finally seen him home
A girl that was so happy to hear her boyfriend’s tone

He was no different with a look that only she could give 
him

Tears of joy filled his face giving her a kiss without a 
moment to waste

Holding his love with so much passion
Not wanting to let go for an instant

Telling her he loves her and she doing the same
Being in each others presence forgetting about the pain

Just loving every feeling that is being expressed
It’s time to get up Manuel and he awakes from his dream

Into an environment of stress
Where he cannot see his girl again until he goes back to 

bed

before i t  is  too la te
If you have a tender message or a loving word to say

Do not wait till you forget it but whisper it today
The tender word unspoken, the letter never sent

The long forgotten messages, the wealth of love unspent
For these hearts are breaking 

for these some loved ones wait
So show them that you care for them before it is too late

St i l l  lov ing You
Catching the light of the stars above

Looking at the picture of the only girl that I love
Holding hands and blowing kisses 

Smiling and laughing damn I miss this
Thinking of all the good times we had

Wishing I had a time machine to go back in the past
Wondering what you’re up to and if you’re thinking of 

me
But I know you are you told me so in my last dream

As the sky starts to lighten and the sun starts to show
A tear falls from my eye because I’m thinking about my 

girl
I hear her voice in the wind and smell her scent in the 

air
Only if I could tell her how much I still care.

a Vis ion
Days and days pass while they turn into weeks

It’s been a couple of years since I was caught on the 
streets

Sent away far — actually to the other side of the map
Wishing away my time so I could finally go back

I see the golden state in my dreams at night
Just waiting for them to wake me up

So I can catch my plane flight
I know there’s people waiting for me to come home

Especially my girl she makes me feel like a king on my 
thrown

These thoughts got my head spinning only a couple 
more months

To all locked down just keep your heads up.

a Path  that  was taught
An older brother making a path for the younger brother 

to follow
He led him to a field of violence with no hope for 

tomorrow
An older brother showed him the way to wear his pants 

and hair
He showed him how to fight and no matter what never 

be scared
An older brother living the life he was taught to live
By older generations the life that they taught him

An older brother charged with an assault with a deadly 
weapon

Pleading guilty to the charge and also taking gang 
enhancement

An older brother watching the younger brother go down 
for the same crime

But this time it’s different they want to give him a lot 
more time

The younger brother looks up to the older brother for 
help

The older brother says sorry you have to figure it out 
yourself

As the older brother sits there thinking about what he’s 
done

He led another family member to the system a system 
that’s no fun

He tells the younger brother he’s sorry for what he’s 
done

By leading the wrong path he put him in a messed up 
situation

He can’t do his younger brothers time for him 
But he can change his path to a better way of life

So he tells his brother this and he says 
If you do good for me then I’ll do good for you

That’s a pact made by two brothers a relationship that 
grew.

•Manuel cont.•

The younger brother looks up to the older 
brother for help

The older brother says sorry you have 
to figure it out yourself

As the older brother sits there thinking 
about what he’s done
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reading the beat
Sitting reading The Beat

Influence a 20 year old Chicana like me
To tell my story and release the pain and sorrow of the 

soul.
See it all started with puffin’ the blunt then twistin’ the 

bowl!
The rush. The feeling. Damn it can seem so good.
The goose bumps you get that bring you to sweat.

Consumed by violence. Making it my M.O. because I 
thought I was hard 

I should’ve known I was dancin’ with the devil and 
playing out his cards.

“The downest hyna in the hood”
That’s what my “homeboys” said about me

Smokin’ with me and it was all good
Until I began to hit that straight glass pipe!

Alone in the streets. Smoking crack all night.
I’ve been through shootings,

stabbings and gangstas fighting head to head.
Feeling disowned by my family.

Being left for dead by those for whom this block and 
color I represent 

For that rag I’ve seen my raza shoot others for wearing 
The wrong color.

Pop. Pop. Pop. Man, that vato’s lying there lifelessly, 
dead.

I used to write The Beat when in Juvi and CYA too!
Graduated from a program. Doing what I had to do.

Still I went back to the hood and got stuck on that pipe.
Making confrontation when I seen a rival too close to my 

face
Now I sit here fighting a case so not to go to the pen.

Four months in here with not even a kite
I lay on my bunk in 850 Bryant

Remembering and reminiscing on all the things I did. 
And 

Realize it was me who was slowly really dyin’.
My “Homies” is gone

Except for the ones who write only ‘cause they too are in 
jail.

But, I can’t blame no one but myself for this hell!
I’m through, I’m going to leave it alone

Now I’m fighting for my life. I’m also sittin’ and doing 
time all alone

I don’t care what you think. I’m a woman
I can hold on without the gang on my own

Headed towards righteousness in life
The light is no longer off

I can see now because I’m standing with God all alone
So you see.

The streets and drugs ain’t worth a thing
All that time and money spent without being able to 

move out that
Territorial box and breath…

There’s no finer things in life that compare to being able 
to hug and see my family!

If you wanna keep destroying it, go ahead, it’s up to you
You’ll be nothin’ but another fallen home girl/boy.
Who after a while of tears memories they’ll sure be 

forgettin’ you.
Although I can’t speak for others but I do and will for 

myself.

behind these wal ls
Behind these four walls

Lies the story of each
Some Dope Dealers
Others drug fiends 

The emotions that run
The anger and pain

Others upset when deputies disrespect
Some in their mind still hold the 

Thought of revenge
The stories been told

Similarities run
Different tongue

Different day
Some same songs have been sung

Others left and come back
Very few make it the past

Tears have been shed
Smiles ran across the face.

Some keep to themselves others pass their time
By being in your face

Some mess with the wrong person
And weren’t even braced!

But as time goes by 
The stories don’t change

Old people, new people behind these four walls
Lie the stories of the same
Very few seems to change.

We know this young woman guadalupe Padilla known as giggles 
from both juvenile hall and the california youth authority, but now 
we’re getting reacquainted with her while she’s awaiting her fate 
because now she’s in 850 Bryant (san francisco county Jail). she sends 
two poems this week. The first is about what she gets from reading The 
Beat and then she also offers advice from her own experience. Then in 
her second poem, she speaks about what she has to go through while 
being “Behind four Walls” again. and in the county there are people 
from all walks of life, so there are many different personalities you must 
deal with. We appreciate her compassion and insight. and hopefully 
we’ll hear from her again soon.

•Giggles•
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C lean and Sober
Today I am clean and sober with many trails in my way 

withholding not my future 
not knowing what lies ahead

Today I am clean and sober
With all the struggles, frustration and snares all along 

my way that I need to endure

Today I am clean and sober 
with sorrow at my side for all those who still are in 

bondage crying to be free.

Today I am clean and sober 
resting in my Lord.

That’s it is not a dream but a reality that He alone 
is carrying me and you.

Today I am clean and sober
thankfully, that I’ve finally surrendered 

for today and all the tomorrows 
that I need to share with everyone so they can be 

blessed 
to be clean and sober, the Lord wants you to.

near by
it’s cloudy outside as doom it’s so near by,
for the lost are scattered all over the world

but if they would only be still and hear the cries of our 
lord 

the light would shine through like a twinkle in the sky 
near by, god has so much in store for us,
if his people would only yield to his call, 

for he is coming for his bride who will be waiting 
in the still of the night 

be patient and learn the things of him 
for that day is very near when the trumpets shall sound 

as our savior arrives

Snai l  of  wal ls
i hope i’m not in bondage 

of these snails of walls and how can i get out 
well i'll tell you again how can i be set free 

through these snails of walls, 
he is the real thing trust him and love him 

with all your heart 
because he awaits for you to come to him 

with open arms 
to guide your path with peace love and understanding 

to rightness and kindness, 
he desires you to sing, clap, stomp and shout 

he, kings of kings
lord of lords 

he can set you free within these snails of walls, 
and if god is for you who can be against you 

within these snails of walls 
no matter how much someone tries to put you down 
jesus will always be with you in these snails of walls, 

so i leave you with one thing, read your bible, 
god is your only hope within these snails of walls, 

god bless you all

mothers uncondi t ional  love
a mother and grandmothers love, 

where does it all begin, with joy and happiness, 
when her eyes finally meet the child, 

god has placed in her arms, 
to protect and nourish it’s way in life, 

watching as her child grows, 
the gentle smile on a face 

a gesture of love instead of a word 
or when a wound is found she hurries to comfort and 

aid 
the pain away 

reassuring it’s ok
teaching the simple things 

to walk and talk 
or eat by yourself, 

learning to say "please," "thank you," and "excuse me" 
or even "can i go" 

with lots of love and kisses 
for a job well done, 

as the years pass by another child sparkles 
with her unconditional love, 
all the other children gather 

to praise and admire the little one that has come 
working together to build the family 

that came from afar 
never did she imagine it would someday be a star 

of reality and joy,
as the years have gone by we all gone our separate ways 

only to find that we need to go back and embrace our 
mothers’ unconditional love,

so proud of a mother or grandma 
or even a great grandmother 

as she sits back and sees her task of life has been 
fulfilled 

as she eases into her eternal life 
waiting our day at those pearly gates 
when reunited with our mothers love 

that has directed us to 
mothers unconditional love

We want to welcome this next first time writer to our precious 
pages. he is a skilled writer and poet who writes us from dVi (deuel 
Vocational institution) in Tracy, ca. he’s really into religion and god 
so many of you who believe will find his poems refreshing. he also 
writes about life and what it means for him to stay away from drugs. 
A great first time writer and we’re sure he’ll send us more once he sees 
this published.

•Gregory•

it’s cloudy outside 
as doom it’s so near by,

for the lost are scattered 
all over the world

but if they would only be still and hear 
the cries of our lord 

the light would shine through like a 
twinkle in the sky
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to  the beat
First of all, let me tell you that your publication is off the hook! 
The approach being used is 100% on target. I'm not sure how 
many other organizations are out there like yours, but I was 
never exposed to one like it until now. Thank the Lord for 
people like yourselves. 
 I am currently fighting a life sentence in the small town 
of Woodland, California. I am a twenty-eight year old male and 
can relate to many of the topics and stories in The Beat. At one 
time, I was a youngster from a broken home filled with anger 
and rage. I've done almost all the stupid things a kid can do at 
least once. 
 I've been exposed to gangs – actually I'm missing my front 
(teeth) because of a forty bottle to the grill by gang members. 
My mother is a Sacramento County Probation Officer of over 
twenty years and educated me very well on the psychology of 
most gangsters. I'm only thankful that I never fell prey to a 
gang. You see, I don't really respect what they are all about. I 
can however relate to and understand all the reasons that our 
youth are at risk. 
 In and out, in and out – Juvenile Hall was my thing for 
a while. No major crimes, just fights and things that always 
kept me in the system. At about sixteen, I hit a program up in 
Nevada called "Rite Of Passage" (ROP). It saved my life. I was 
violent, angry, and my future didn't look bright. I went to ROP 
and came out a new kid. I'm sure if I would have went to YA, I 
would have come out new also, in a scary way.
 That intervention in my life saved me. It's so important 
to reach these kids at a young age. The Beat gives an outlet 
to all these youth. You let them know they are important and 
let them educate each other. The Beat is the Napster of youth 
rehabilitation! More seriously, your approach is penetrating. 
 Kids can close up when they hear about God or even when 
approached by counselors. The Beat allows them to express 
and absorb knowledge from each other. As you know, kids 
won't change until they have been touched on the inside. 
They might say, "Yeah, yeah, yeah," but they don't mean it. 
From reading The Beat, they become their own teachers. From 
personal experience, I never changed until I wanted to.
 Well, now you might say, "Fool, you didn't change, you're 
looking at life." For one thing, I didn't change one hundred 
percent. I did gain a better attitude, a desire to stay free and, to 
my discredit, a desire for money. I've been out of trouble for ten 
years now – well, at least eight, I'm not sure. 
 After deciding to change, I started working. I worked eight 
hours at a newspaper and then eight at a diesel tire shop. You 
know the theory that you can't get in trouble if you don't have 
time. I did real good for about five years until I got burnt out. 
 I decided to make money in an easier fashion – self-
employment. Boy, I chose wrong. My thought was that I wasn't 
hurting anyone that didn't choose to hurt themselves. What a 
selfish excuse. Now I see the effects it can have on people. Now 

I see the effects it can have on other people. I've repented for 
my sins and found God through this mess, so I am thankful. 
 The bad part is I'm now indicted along with seventeen or 
so gang members for some shootings they did. It's all very 
confusing and would take too long to explain. So far, about six 
people have been released because of wrongful indictment, so 
that's a good thing.
 I'm no gang member, not even Hispanic. It was pretty 
comical being drug into court along with seventeen other 
Mexican gangsters with my White ass on the end. It's the same 
old saying, "Guilty by association."
 Don't get me wrong – I wasn't going to church and selling 
cookies. It's just tragic that our justice system is so flawed. It's 
too complicated to explain it all, but let's just say the DA isn't 
having a clear view of the situation, or is choosing not to. I just 
keep my faith strong and chalk this up to a lesson. A last step 
towards being a good citizen and a godly one. I've had plenty of 
time to think, and just like my first choice at twenty or so, I've 
made another one. 
 I want to help our youth and people in general. Guys come 
through here with drug problems or that are prejudiced. If I 
notice those things, I try to help them. I have a son who is half 
Black. I have friends of all races from Mexican to East Indian. 
I'm a people person and I think I've reached a few souls. At 
least I hope I have.
 The saddest thing is the drugs. I hear guys every day beg 
on the phone to get out to their parole officers, moms, dads. 
Ten seconds later, they can't stop talking about that dope they 
want. Sad, very sad. I hope from my effort they get a different 
view. I tell them, "Look I'm an accused baller, not your mom 
or a priest." I explain my troubles and with some it seems to 
help. I battle with alcoholism and can relate on that level. I 
have also lost friends to drugs. I work with any angle I can to 
get through to them. Fortunately I've been exposed to drugs 
but strong enough to stay away.
 In short, I'm hungry to do exactly what you people are 
doing. I hope to get the chance to help youth. For now, I'm down 
twenty-three hours, so I'm trying to get my GED and improve 
my English skills. Seeing your work has given me hope. Are 
there any sponsors of yours I can write to thank them and 
express my feelings towards the wonderful publication you 
people produce? If possible, I would love to support your 
organization in any way I can. 
 Thank you for your time. God bless.

i 'm no Poet
I'm no poet, I just hear the sound

A thunderous pounding, The Beat coming down.
The thought of hearts breaking, the falling of tears

Words from The Beat, filling their ears.
What do they think? What do they feel?

Do they chalk life up to another raw deal?
All these thoughts run through my mind
If we can save one, it's all worth the time.
The system is broken, their minds are too
That leaves the fixing to people like you!

independence today
Just some sucka, I am not!

To be your punk, that's not my spot.
Handle your own, I'll handle mine.
Cry on your own, doing your time.

On the street, women to meet
People to see, people to greet.
My true homies, all to the good

Still kickin' back, up in the 'hood.
No different than you, just smarter you see

I have the strength to let me be me.

You know it's crazy how all these lawmakers can't see that kids 
only join gangs out of weakness. They break them down and 
put them together in rough places, away from their families. 
Personally I think the system is the main problem and The Beat 
Within provides a second family to them, and in some cases 
their only family. Keep it up and God bless!

mike, a first time contributor, comes our way from monroe detention 
center in Woodland, california. as you'll read in the excerpt from 
his letter, mike came across The Beat and was impressed by what it's 
all about. he’s about just doing his time and going home. he makes it 
very clear that he didn’t go to jail to make friends, so he’ll do his time 
independently. We hope more of you could follow suit. We thank mike 
for his submission, and we hope to hear more from him in the near 
future.

•Mike•
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kenneth  edwards Success in  l i fe
To my brother in Christ, Bro Kenneth Edwards. From Bro 
Bryant Cooper. You are a very smart brother when you want 
to be. You have a lot of talent you should be putting to 
good use. Try to spend more time with positive people, and 
less time with negative people. Always put yourself first 
at all times. Focus your time on bettering yourself. Keep 
on studying for your GED test. I am proud that you stop 
gambling. This article is for you. I put my heart into this. Be 
blessed by it. God wants the very best for you. God is going 
to work it out for you. You just have to have faith and believe 
in yourself. Pray, pray, pray, please pray for your situation 
and your mother. God loves you so much Bro. Edwards.  
Always remember that you have only one life. Make the 
best of your life by educating yourself, disciplining yourself 
and learning to make better decisions that will help you 
grow more mature and prosper into a responsible adult. 
Let your mother see that you are not a child and that you 
have grown up and learned from your mistakes. Make your 
mother proud of you. You have the power to stay off those 
streets. Use your time that God is giving you to think about 
what you want in life. Love life by doing the right thing. I 
am your friend in Christ and don’t want to see you fail in 
life. You failed long enough. It is time for some good things 
to start happening for you, but the only way that is going to 
happen for you is to make a change. A positive change.
 Believe in yourself Bro. Edwards. Talk positive about 
yourself. Claim that you will get your GED, a job and that 
you will live righteously and stay off those streets. You are 
my friend and my brother in Christ. I care that you succeed 
out there. I care whether you live or die. I don’t want to see 
you destroy your life. Live brother. Choose life. The streets 
are death. You can be so much free in life by trusting your 
life, your thoughts and your desires to God. I will not give 

up on you Bro. Edwards. God has given me a lot of patience 
and a good heart to help you. I thank God that I can be a 
blessing in your life. I will do whatever I can do to help 
you, but you have to help yourself. God needs you to be 
strong. Discipline yourself by saying no or walking away 
when someone that is negative approaches you with bad 
temptation or trying to get you to do something that will get 
you into trouble.
 Please stay away from bad company. They don’t mean 
you any good. They want you to be down just like they are. 
Even though the streets is all you know, you can learn 
another side of life which is the good side. I am willing to 
stand by your side and encourage you out there when you 
get release in three years. I know this will be hard, but God 
will help you, but only if you ask. Prison is not for you, me 
or anybody else. Teach yourself to be strong in everything 
you do. Stop worrying and stressing so much. It is not good 
for the heart or the mind. Being locked up put a lot of stress 
on our families. We cannot do this to our families again. 
Our family needs us. Your mother needs you. Do the right 
thing and be there for your mother. She is all you have. 
Don’t let her down no more. Let this situation be a lesson 
to learn from. Next time, it might be worse. God bless you.

Dear the beat  w i th in
My name is Gerardo Rubio and I am currently a prisoner 
at Folsom State Prison. I wrote The Beat about five months 
ago while I was at the SHU in Corcoran. I sent a poem titled 
“Children of Tomorrow.” I do not know if you printed the 
poem.
 I do hope you print my intro “Mystic Conscience.” I 
know it is rather different. You see I am in a constant state of 
mind paranoia and auditory hallucinations. I am a diagnosed 
schizophrenic. I take medications to help me cope with life, 
but it’s not a cure. The voices I do hear, the voices I battle 
with everyday. Sometimes the voices take the form of demons 
and I do what I call “visual battle.”
 This is my second term in prison. Both terms have been a 
result of my mental illness. But my current term I am innocent 
of 2nd degree robbery. My only guilt is stopping to take my 
medication. Resulting in my schizophrenia to control my life. 
I received four years. I parole next year July 2008. 
 I have been suffering from schizophrenia since the age of 
17. I have had multiple shock therapy and been hospitalized 
in countless mental hospitals.
 My passion is to write. I like to write short stories and 
poetry. I am always trying to learn more. I hope one day to 
write a novel. So I keep practicing. The Beat Within sent me a 
copy of the magazine and I enjoy the poetry these kids write.
 I think I can help these children by writing of my life 
behind walls. To encourage them to thrive and succeed in life. 
To the beauty and wonder of life and freedom. The misfortune 
and heartache of drugs and gangs. I have experienced all 
these trials and I am blessed to be alive.
 I am still searching for the meaning of life, but I have 
discovered many beautiful moments in my 37 years of life on 
planet earth. If you print any of my material please send me a 
copy. I will be sending poetry and bios. God bless you all.

myst ic  Conscience
I marvel at the strength I possess when confronted by 
hidden demons that rule my chaotic world. Oh, is easy 
enough to ignore their wicked tales and evil ways.
 What is unbearable is the silence that precedes a 
premeditated attack with so much aplomb it’s frightening. 
These are not the conventional demons of biblical 
scripture, although I do see them as fallen angels. For 
they are rebellious by nature and despise all forms of 
authority.
 Although these fallen angels are independent and 
armed with free will, they solely exist in my realm of 
consciousness. They are invincible and demand respect 
equal to those souls we call humans.
 Therefore, creating mystical structures with words 
set down by thoughtful gargoyles with souls of histories 
past, I respectfully introduce you to my world of broken 
dreams.

This next new writer, writing from Wheeler correctional facility in 
alamo, georgia is writing directly to someone he’s taken under the 
wing and is trying to steer him on a righteous path. a firm believer 
in Jesus christ, he often uses christianity to relay the message of 
living life right and just and not letting negative temptation or those 
that bring it, bring him down. and no matter what he’s using to get 
to this young brother, we hope it works because we’re tired of seeing 
our young brothers and sisters fall victim to a life of incarceration. 
Whatever we believe happens to us after we die is of little relevance 
because one thing is universal and that’s that we only have one life to 
live, so spending it in a cell is definitely not using it to the fullest. We 
envy his heart and hope his words don’t fall on deaf ears. let us know 
what y’all think…

This next writer said he wrote awhile ago but don’t know if his 
piece got published. Well, here he is again introducing himself to 
The Beat family, which he is now a part of. he shares openly about 
being schizophrenic, which we really appreciate because we know 
many people that are incarcerated suffer from this. and if you don’t 
understand it, this mental setback can be really hard to deal with. it 
makes your mind think things out of the ordinary to a point where you 
act on these thoughts sometimes. People with schizophrenia often hear 
voices and feel the urge to act on those voices. it’s a pleasure to know 
that someone is writing us even though they suffer from this. so let’s 
give him our full attention. he’s writing from folsom state Prison in 
represa, ca.

•Bryant Cooper•

•Gerardo•
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the  Facts
The Beat Within, allow me the moment to extend all you 
young and old men and women the honor of my salutations. 
 I find myself in administration segregation. Yes, to the 
best of my ability not blaming no one or nothing for my own 
actions of instinct. The system is against all whom choose 
to break the law, a fact. Yes, it is corrupt within itself. It is at 
this moment we must realize within yourselves. 
 Can we win if we choose to do our thuggish thing? A fact, 
for only so long. It is why we must learn as likewise myself to 
construct a positive point and set forth goals to accomplish 
whether it be small or big. 
 Remind yourselves-never give up. Never limit yourself. 
Reminder-united we stand, divided we fall. 
 With this said, I humbly excuse myself. to the Youth

This piece goes out to the youth of today in and out of the 
system. As you all know, mistakes are bound to happen due 
to the fact, we are not perfect, nor are we unstoppable. 
  I once thought I was unstoppable and never paid no mind 
to the words of wisdom my folks were trying to establish in 
my mind at a young age. Now at the age of 28 years old and 
still doing time. From the Hall, to the county and now the big 
house, CDC. I wish I would have paid some mind, it would 
have saved me a lot of heartache and sorrow and most of all 
tears to those whom really love me. 
 I cannot focus on my past nor can I change it, but what 
I can do is learn off my wrongs and prepare for a better 
tomorrow. I don't blame no one, based on I've made my 
own choices in life. But one thing I can change now is my 
next choice. Apply your time wisely, whether you be on the 
outs or in the system learning whether it be small or big, it 
is essential in life. Never limit yourselves, explore all new 
horizons and enjoy your youth. It's so valuable. With this 
said I humbly exit and enter with all due respects.

to Change
First and foremost allow me to extend my salutations to 
all! I would like to elaborate on why it is of importance and 
a must to change.
 I myself have lost 10 years behind these walls, doing 
it to the best of my ability without losing hope for change. 
Remember, you can’t change the world but you can change 
what you do in it. As like how your former course of conduct 
can become anew. For we were not created to do time, but to 
become somebody in life, we all have talents. Whether it be 
big or small, never limit your mind, body, or soul. 
 I see so much talent in The Beat, it inspires me to 
continue forward in shedding some of my talent. For we 
learn from one another, yes it is how we use what we learn 
and never judge a book by its cover. 
 Explore with a strong and positive attitude in all areas 
and on all levels. With this said, stay strong with your head 
up and smile. We all have a true purpose and a true meaning 
in life. 
 Sincerely.

This is leon writing to us from solano state Prison. in the following 
pieces he shares plenty of advice and wisdom with all of us. he’ll fit 
right in the scheme of things as he has compassion for the younger 
generation. hopefully we can get him to write again soon because the 
young people really need to hear this.

•Leon•

mind race
Doors slam…

Now its just me and my mind with time,
Praying for it to take me someplace divine

Let my mind wander and combine all my thoughts
Sometimes I just feel utterly lost

Not knowing which way I’m heading
Its like chipping a brick, ‘cept here the snowflakes stick

Ten thoughts at once cloud my brain
Leading me to think life is vain

Devilish thoughts are stickier than blood
To distort my views is it possible to think of you?

Time slips by, the second hand ticks
My mind not trying to waste it

Where am I going?
Where have I been?

How many lives lost?
Is it possible to seek righteous thoughts?

In this life of sin, is it possible for my body to live within?
Life is too real, the pain, will it ever heal?

Lord relieve my soul, is it possible to seek your heavenly 
gold?

My mind doesn’t want me to win
Chemical imbalance burns desires within
Should I just get high to let time fly by?

Get lost in the haze and trapped back in the maze.
Too many thoughts course through my brain

Can I lead life right even though there’s a battle every night?
Who will win?

I pray not the devil again.
The doors pop, mind races stop. 

bl ind thug
Tears of a blind thug

Lost, life out of control
No where to run, no where to turn

No where to call my own
Broken dreams, broken hearts
Is a price paid from the start

Feelings numbed, emotions spent
Rage is the only mind set

Fears for years, through tears you can’t see clear
Puffed up pride

In this life you pay the price
How many years spent?

How many months gone?
How many days did you waste, chasing a deathly fate

A pale ghost walking in the street
Is this the destiny you were born to meet?

Ever present fear, death is all too near
Stay aware, for the price of a thug is too dear.

We got these next two poems from a self-proclaimed suburban 
soldier. he’s writing from fairfield, california, and you can see by 
reading what he sent us that he’s a great thinker. The first poem, titled 
“Blind Thug,” is something that we’re assuming is describing him, for he 
describes it so well. he talks about everything from the ‘puffed up pride’ 
to ‘fears for years, through tears you can’t see clear’ he seems to know 
the lifestyle all too well to be talking about anyone else. and that’s 
what we thrive on here at The Beat — teaching through experience. 
he closes with a poem that we’re sure everyone can relate to. have you 
ever had so many thoughts flowing through your mind that you didn’t 
define each and every one. But instead let your mind race and touch on 
as many ideas as possible. Well, that’s what he clearly maps out in this 
poem. great writing is a pleasure and we were more than pleased with 
this next writer, thank you…

•tyler Giughl•

I cannot focus on my past nor can I change 
it, but what I can do is learn off my 
wrongs and prepare for a better tomor-
row. 
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beaut i fu l  Days
Oh what days we shared,

The nights we had,
Holding each other so close

For comfort…

There’s days we cried,
And days we laughed

Oh what beautiful days 
they were…

some days were rough
some days were calm

Oh what beautiful days
We shared…

Those days we had, just sitting
In silence,

Those days we talked,
Were beautiful days 

Yes they were…

But the days we missed,
Were the days I spent
Behind these prison

Walls…
Our day is near, I just

Can’t wait,
To spend the rest of 

My days,
By your side…

i  Surrender
Oh Lord, guide me, protect me, help me
Teach me the ways of your righteousness

Show me the glory of your lovingness
I know I stumbled and fell along the way

I take a look back to my past
When I know I’m not supposed to

And that’s where I need you the most
To help me, to guide me, to show me the way

Teach me how to look forward,
And leave the past behind…

Because I know you have
I lift up my hands to you

With my eyes closed
And open arms

And I pray to you
And I ask you

To guide me, teach me
To show me what your love is,

“I surrender.”
To only you, my Lord, my God, my Savior

Oh Lord, teach me, show me
And guide me for the rest of my days

I know what life has to offer
But I’m struggling to find my way…

There have been many roads
I have came across

And many battles I have fought
But the battles are only getting tougher

I need you to show me
And put me on the right path in life

I know the roads ahead 
Of me are only going to get tougher…

So I put my faith in your hands
“I Surrender.”

My mind, my heart and my soul…

in order to ‘surrender’ one must humble himself to the maximum. 
and for some, especially the ones that act as though they’re the 
hardest people ever to walk the earth, surrendering or even humbling 
one self can be a monumental task. Who wants to admit they’re weak? 
Well, this next writer isn’t weak at all, yet he writes about surrendering 
his will over to his higher power. for him, humbling himself is an act 
of courage and spiritual strength. for others, sometimes it’s just a cop 
out to not deal with their current situations. however, we hope that if 
he continues on his spiritual journey, he’ll have more “Beautiful days,” 
down the road. he’s writing from kern Valley state Prison in delano, 
ca.

•delfino Martinez•

So thankfu l
My life is rough, my life is tough

No matter how hard I try I always get stuck
I blame others for the problems I cause
And I’m the only one flapping my jaws

My life is like a rollercoaster
Sometimes I feel like a gun stuck in its holster

Whenever I’m in trouble I expect to be saved
I gotta face my problems one of these days

I create my own chaos because my life is so plain
But in the end it causes so much pain
I never face my problems, I always run.
If I continue this way I’ll come undone.

I’m thankful for every breath I take, I know I’m not a 
mistake.

I have one more opportunity in front of me that I need to 
take

I need to stop fooling around.
One of these days I could end up buried underground.

I need to be real and not fake.
My whole future is at stake

All that I saw comes from my heart
I’m so thankful that I got a new start. 

Writing from a probation camp in gasquet, ca, we bring to you 
a youngster, eighteen to be exact, who hits us with an incredible 
poem. he’s very talented for his young years so it’s our pleasure to 
welcome him in our pages. he writes about himself and what he needs 
to do in order to change his ways. This is introspection at its finest. 
Then he concludes by being thankful for another chance. maybe the 
other BWo writers taught him a thing or two. But as you’ll see, we’ve 
learned from him also, so we complete the cycle of the relentless Beat 
Within publication…

•Mark Mallen•
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I once thought I was unstoppable and never paid no mind to 
the words of wisdom my folks were trying to establish in 
my mind at a young age. Now at the age of 28 years old 
and still doing time. From the Hall, to the county and now 
the big house, CDC. I wish I would have paid some mind, it 
would have saved me a lot of heartache and sorrow and 
most of all tears to those whom really love me. 

read the rest of Leon's BWO piece on page 66


